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From North, East, South and West.

Gorme Inls the
Chice, Pooys!

Alvooys giad e hear ,fr'um you, chums, so drop me a Hne to the following dddress
The Editor, The ** Magmet '’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleetupay Honse,

Farringdon Sireet, London, EA'.d,

prepare  for somethiug really
exciting | And when I say reaily
exciting, I mean it! I'm refer.
ring, of course, to our new series of
THRILLS ]
In thiz issue, you'll find the second
rn which deals with the adventures of
“The Thrill Club!" & gathering which
moots onre & week and whoss members
have all knocked around the world and
met  with hair-raising adventures. At
thess weekly meetings they tell the
other members of the gronteat thrill they
have had in their lives—and I'm passing
on these thrillars to yeou.
to write and let me know what you
think of them!
And now let me deal with
THE GREATEST THRILL OF ALL I
Exactly [fourteen yonars 0 next
Saturday, the greatest naval ttlo in
the history of the world was fought—
the Battle of Jutland! Nover before
had two modern, first-class fleets engaged
in naval action as on that oceagion, whon
the British Grand Fleot amd the German
High Sea Fleet came face to face.

t wos the first time the German High
Sea Fleet had ventured out of harbour,
where they had besn bottled ]Fl‘p by us
since the declarstion of war. For
the German navy hud drunk the toast of

“ DER TAG,"
but when it came, it soudded tho knsll
of that navy for ever! The Germans

PULL up your socks, chums, and

had got wind that some of Admiral
Bﬁ&tﬁ}"l uadrons were cruising about
the North . and they decided to gome

out and cut off some portion ol those
squadrons, which were battle-cruiser
squadrons, and, of course, much lighter
than the German ships.

The AnG to sight Beatty's
ghips and opened fire on them at once.
As they had the heavier ships, they were
able to sink two of our vessalg in shortly
over half an hour from the action com-
mencing. But they had not counted
upon the Grand Bea Fleet, under Admiral
Jellicos, being near the scone ; and before
long both fleota were engaged.

action started botween the battle
ernjgers at a quarter to four in the after-
noon, and a3 time wont on, 6 Mist arose,
which rendored accurate firing difficult.
The Germans, untder cover of thoe mist
and the gathering darkness, turned. ond
made for harbour, followed by the British,
snd for the main part of the mnight the
battle continusd. In the merning the
Britieh searched in vain for thoe Germans,
who had aucceeded in slipping into thaeir
dofended harbour and did not eome out
again until they erossed tho North Sea
to anrrender at the end of the war.

The losses on both sides were wvery
heavy indeed, and it is almoat impossible
for anyone who has not taken part im o

Dion't forget

naval encountor to Toealise how. terrible
the Battle of Jutland actually was.

O you remember me giving vou o

D liat of things which are comumonly

called by mmsleading names?

One of my Lancashire readers,

J. Hobbas, of Dleekpool, sends along
another list of

THINGS THAT AREN'T WHAT THEY
SEEM.

For instance, he says, there iz no kid
in_kid -gloves—they are mado of lamb
skin! Furthermoro, thers is no soda in
sods-water, which iz erdinary watcr that
ia charged with carbonie neid gas. Panama
hats do not come from Pandma, but from
Ecuador; thers ia ne cork in cork legs,
whiech get their name because o doctor
named Caorl invented them : alse, the
coffes berry is not o borry but a poed !
In fact, the number of things which we
call by wrong names s legion !

After a bit of deep thinking, wa
dogerve o little ** light relief.” 3o hore is
a funny yarn that heas carmed & MacHeET

nknifa for John Amdo, of 69, Earl's

ourt Road, Keosington, W.5.

Smith ; ** Why don’t you
econsult a doctor about your
insomnia #*'

Jonmes: **What!
Increase my bill
still more ? Ii's
precisely beeause
I owe him money
that I can't sleep I

Y limerick "
Fersonally, I should think
beeruse somecons in Limerick first started
writing rhymes of this description, but I
may be wrong. Anyway, here is another

I wonder whers the word
comes from 7

amusing limerick, for which Reginald
Stokes, of I, Council Housca, Seopwick,
near Lincoln, gots a pocket wallet:

There's a Greylriars fellow named
Snoop,
Who io caddish 1hings often does
s{oop ;
For besides taking bels,
The as5 smokes clgarettes,
And oft Ands himsell ** in the soup.”

I've pot & pretty full post-bag this
week, so if your guery isn't answoered
hore, don't get downhearted. L'l answer
them all in due courae. Meanwhile, here
is a selection from this week's queries :

Tom Macdonald, of Coatbridge, wanta
to know which is

THE OLDEST RAILWAY ENGINE ?

It may surpriso him to know that a
passenger railway engine which was built

in 1864—aixty-six Vears ago
—ig gtill inusel It i3 the
“Ryde,” the oldest pas-
songer engine still in active
servies, and it runs on the ser-
vica between Brading and
Bembridge in the Isle of
Wight. It has run more than
5,500,000 miles !

Have you ever wondered
how far avway the stara are 1
Jack Warren, of Plymouth, has,
and he asks me to tell him the
answer, Get a pencil and
paper, Jack, I m joing to ot
vou work it out for yourself 1

Light travels at the speed
of 186,000 miles per socond.
Now the light which we seo
coming from that constellation
of stars known as the Grent
Boar startecd on its journey to us bwo
million yeara age! So if you find out
how many seconds there are 1a two
million wears, and multiply them by
186,000, you will get the puwmber of
miles which separate us frem the Great
Bear! 1'm afraid I'm too busy to work
it cut myseli!

% you know, I am always willing
to give advice to réaders re-
garding their [uture careers,
and this week I lave heard

from one of my chwns who has chosen &
rather unusual prefession.
HE WANTS TO BE A PILOT |

Now thizs i3 one of the inost difficult
refessions to enter, and my chum will
ave to ' pull up his socks  if he wants
to surceed in his ambition. First of all
he will have to go to sea a3 An apprentice
—andd he will have to serve some of his
time on a sailing vessel. It will take him
soven or eight vears at least to become the
captain of & merchant vesspl—and he
cannot even quiy to have his name put
down on the * waiting list " for o pilot's
osition until he has attained this!
E‘han he may bhave to wait years hef-:::gle :}E

tz the opportunity to as & pilot's
ﬁessistant-, ElFt.{:r whi:c:rh hegﬂmuﬂ E'q?ck it
until he ean gradeate as a pilet himsell.

To obtain & " job™ a8 an apprentice
one muat write dime; to the }*&:Iiznua
shipping companies and inguire i ere
a.mpgnygvanmuirﬁﬂ. The addresses can be
found in any shipping paper.

I am afraid those are all the guestions
T ean answer this week, otherwisa I won't
have space to tell you what I bave in
store for you next week.

To begin with, we have a Grat-closs
supar-feature, entitled :

*““ CATCHING FISH!"
the next yarn in our grand new * thriller ™
gerica, dealing with the kidn&]ﬁ}ing of
Fisher T. Fish. What Frank Richards
doesn't know about produciog just the
kind of yarn to keep you interested, thrilled,
and rib-tickled, isn't worth knowing !

Next comes another jolly fine instal
ment of our new serial :

““THE TEST MATCH HOPE!"™
which, in addition to being bang up-io-
date and topieal, is ccorteinly one of the
begt cricket yorns which has ever becn
publisbed in any boys’ paper.

Then there are fwoe shorter features,
The first a8 our usual centre-page atirac-
tion, which will be another ** Hal Smiles ™
varn, entitled :

“HEADMASTER SMILES"™
and the second is an adventure from
“ The Thrill Club 1™ 'On top of all thu
there iz alzo an effusion from our Grey
friars rhymester, and my litile chat.
Cheerio, chums !
YOUR EDITOR.
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GPEYFRIARS'

Starring the World’s Popular Schoolboy Characters, Harry Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something for Sammy !

T ROT in, Sammy |”

i Semmy  Bunter of tho
Second Form at Grevfriars
blinked rather suspiciously at

the juniors of Etud{v No, T.

There were six fellows in the study—
Peter Todd, who belonged there, and
the Famous IMive, who Lad looked in to
soe Toddy.

Billy Bunter, who also belonged fto
Btudy No. 7 in the Remove, was con-
epicucus by his abscnee.

Bunter of the Remove, just then, was
far from Greyfriars.

It was, in fact, to diseuss the absence
of Billy Dunter that Harry Wharlon
& Co. had come into Toddy's

grected his miner as Bammy's fat face
and glimmering spectacles, so like his
brother’s, appeared in the deorway of
Study Lo, T. .

Tho juniors took it for granted that
the fat fag had come up to the Remove
to ask whether there was any news of

his major.

‘They took it for granted that Semmy
was feeling worried and alarmed about
William CGeorge,

Fellows who could not stand Dunter
at any price had expressed concern
aboul hinmy now that he was missing from
the school. So it was much more to be
expected that Sammy would be cut up.

Fn suclhi  painful  eireumstances the
chams of the Remove wers prepared to
sympathise.  They did not, perbhaps,

“The inrkfuig;ss iz notk te&:ri%i:, my
osteomed  fat mmy,” sai UrTeS
Jamsct Ram Singh, shaking his dm&s
head, *“The sympathize is great an
preposterous.”

Sammy of the Second grinned.

“Trot in,” said Peter Todd; and
Bunter minor, reassured, rolled into
Study No. T and grunted.

The grunt was caused by shortness of
breath. Sammy, in circumference and
diameter, roscmbled his brother Billy,
and in shortness of wind he resembled
him also. Semmy had a lot of weight
to carry up the Remove staircase, and
it had told o him.

“Have you seen——" began Sammy,
Dlinking ai the assembly of juniors in
Btudy No. T.

“MNo,” said Harry; “no-

study. “I guess this ole school will need a moo . ;

: 2 ¥'s scen your major BLn0o
pibe fact was thet 1o so.dmaster if you don’t do wot I want !** sald ko was ot Higholiffe yoster-
the heart grow fonder. Slick F]ig_k! the New York gunman, “]1 guess day, Bammy. You know ho

When Bunter was at Grey-
friars it was quite customary
for follows to dodpe his fasci-

I'm geing to count three!”
L 11 ﬂne 4

catme over thers to seo us
play cricket.” ,
“I know! I mesn—’

nating society. n Bunter ¢ Two—— "’ “He was kidoapped at
' i 1 for Highelife, or near High-
E}iﬁﬁ lfuwrﬁ-fpﬁr“:m:- Shut im And then the unexpected happened ! cliffe,” Eaid Bob Cherry.

Bunter ! Peoter Todd made

no sccret of the fact that life would be
more worth living if Billy Bunter
changed into some other study. Every
man in the Remove agreed that shere
was too much of Bunter—much too much.

But now, strange to relate, there was
too little of him.

Fellows in the Remove were fecling
quite concerned about DBunter. Poter
Todd was wishing that he could see himn
gprawling once more in the study arm-

wir. ]-{gnrry Wharton would have been

lad to hear lhis voice, if only to hear

im asking for a loan oo a postal-order
that he was erpecting. They did not
exactly miss Bunter. But there was no
doubt that they were feeling concerned
about lhim.

Henee the chorus of welcome that

esteein Sammy very highle, personally.
But as o minor mourning for his major
he was entitled to kind sympathy.

“Eoll in, Fatty " said Lol Cherry.

Sanimy {'Ja.u.l:-.n(f in the doorwary.

He blinked suspiciously,

Bammy of the Second was not accus-
tomed to all this politeness from Remove
e,

In fact, the last time Sammy had ven-
tured into the Remove pessage ho had
been kicked by & Removite—not because
he hzd done anything, but on the gnnerai
prineiple that & kicking never did a fag
anv harm, and might do him good.

“I eay, no larks!™ sald Sammy dis-
trustiuliy.

“My dear kid—"" said Frank
Mugzoni.

“There’'s no doubt of it now.,”

“You ses, Sammy, w geng of
American crools have been trying fo
kidnap Fish, of the Reraove—you must
have heard about that——"

“Oh, yes,” said Sammy; “but—"

“Well, they must have got hold of
Bunter by mistake—that's the only way
of - explaining it,” said Wharton.
“ Fishy’a here safe and sound—and your
brother's missing.”

“Yes. DBut have you seen-‘—” \

= Nobody's seen your major, kid,” said

Jnhtmf' uwll. “He was last scen at
Highclife yesterday, on the cricked
ground.” . \

“Yes, ves.” said Sammy; “but—"

“1 wouldn't worry too much, kid,”
said Frank Nuogent kindly, “There's
THe Magwrr Lisranv.—No, 1,163
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o !:aaan&a to syppose that Bunter will

urt.

“(0Oh, no,” said Wharton &t once—
“no reason at all. Those crooks were
aftor Fishy, to kidnap him and hold
him to ransom. I dare say you've heard
that Fishy's pater has made millions of
dollars, kid—="

“Oh, yes; bvt—"
h:wt.?at! : F}'Iﬁf’“tﬁli;ﬁ out sooner u%:. lat ;
that they ve the wrong pig
oat,” ﬂaiﬁ Huffp ““Then I fancy i.iefll
fot Bunter go, Thay couldn't want to

keep him."

“Well, nobody could,” remarked

Johnny Bull; then, feeling that this kn
remark was ina?]pmpriata in the painful
circumstances, Johnny added hastily:

“] mean, they wont want Bunter—

Bunter's pater couldnt pay a ransom
for heim.z:|I It’s Fisher EJ? Fish they
want.”

“ But——"" persisted Bammy. g

* Ag likely as not they'll find out their
misgtake soom, and let him come
ta Greyfriars,” said Wharton scothingly.
“In fact, I rather think we shkall see
him soon.”

“The thinkfulness is terrifie,” con-
eurred IIurree Singh. )

Bammy's fat face showed signs of im-
patience, _ :

“Yes ves; that's all very well,” he
said. *But have you seen—"

“Seen what?™” asked Harry. “We
haven't seen anything of the kidnoppérs,
if that’s what you mean. Nobody has—
except your major, Their names are
known—two of them—Flick and Me-
Capn. Fishy's pater wrate to the Head
and warned him that they were after
Fishy. And McCann pheoned the Head
esterday and said that he'd f::-t- Fighy !
i!a hadn't, of course—the silly ass had
hngfed the wrong man”™

“*Look here——" .

““Depend on it t.haér won't hust Billy,
said Johnny Bull. *“Why should they?
Youw'll see your major back safe and
sound before long, Sammy.”

“Will you let & fe]low
shricked Bunter minor.

“FEh? Oh, yes! Fire away!”

*“ Have you seen—-" recommenced
Bammy Bunter, .

This time the juniors did not inter-
rupt him. They realised that the faf
fag was inquiring anfter something other
than his missing major.

“A packet of toffes?”
Sammy, getting it out at last.

Harry Wharton & Clo. pazed at him.

“Toffee I” repeated Wharton.

“"Yes, toffea ™

"Toffes 1" said Bob Cherry.
hat 1™

Apparently Samuel Bunter was neot
worrying &0 much sbout his brother
Billy aas about something nearer and
dearer.

“You see, this iz how it is—if you'll

ive a fellow a chance to speak,’ said

ammg, rather resentfully. * Yesterdny,
Bi{lll hIE'LF a packet of toffee.”

“He was going to take i over to
Hiichffa with himp—m->"

“Qht”

“But ha didn't,” said SBammy, “f{or
1 saw him when he was starbing with
vou fellows, and he said he’d left it in
the study, and asked me to cut back for
it ﬂnﬁ run after him to the bus”

L 1

“Well, T dide't,” resumed Sammy,
“and Bi&]j conldn’t cut back because he
was afraid you men would leave him
behind. 8o it stands to reason that the
toffec is still in this study, unless some-
bedy's seoffed it.*

“Oh !’ gasped the Removites.

Tre Migrker Lmpiny.—No, 1,163,

speak ¥

concluded

“ My

. Evidently, it was not deep and affec-
tienate concern for his missing major
that had drown Bunter minor to Study
MNo. 7 in the Remove,

Bommy blinked at them through his
i:ug gpactacles.

‘Bo you sgee how it 18" lLe said.
*“ That toffee’s here. Well, if Billy is
kld,%upped he won't want it, will he?”

“{h, my hat!”

“ 8o there's no reason why I shouldn’t
have it,” said Sammy argumcntatively.

“Billy may come back soon. On the
other hand, he mayn't. Thaose kLkid-
nappers may stick to him. ¥ou never

ow. I don't think that toffee ocught
to be wasted. Somcbody will scoff if,
if it hangs sbout—see ¥

“You little fat villain——" began
Peter Todd.

Sammy blinked at him.

“Eh! Look here, Todd, you're not
gowng o scoff that toffeel”

oE !'.I:ﬂ.t ?n

“Tt's mine, Billy bei
Remmy warmly. * Leok here, you jolly
well hand over that toffee! It's here
all right—as Billy never came back,
Well, where 33 1677

Harry Wharton & Co. gozed at
Sammy.

Family affection was not strongly de-
veloped io the Bunter clan. But in the
opimon of the Remove men this was the

limit.
littlo  {a

“Yon
Wharton.,

“0Oh, draw it mild!" said Sammy.
“1 think it's rather thick if vou fellows
rave bagped that toffes”

Evidently, Bammy's fat nind was
running wholly on the toffes. Possibly
ho was going to feel concerned about
his major when he had eaten the toffce.
But first things came first.

Poter Todd rose to his feet, and took
g picket from the manielpiece. Sammy
Bunter's round eyes glistencd through
hiz spectacles.

“That's it!” he exclaimed. *‘ Hlessed
if T didn't think you fellows had scoffed
it, with all your jaw, and not letting
a fellow get a word out™

“Hold his ears!? said Peter.

Hammy etarted back,

“Hero, what—— Yaroooh 1"

Bob G’herrg grasped the fat fap by
his fat ears. Peter Todd rammed the
packet of toffee down his back. Bammy
rogred.

“ Now kick him ouf " znid DPeter.

“¥Yoooop I

Sammy DBunter travelled at expreoss
speed out of Study No. 7. A wild roar

pated back from the Remove passage
as Semimy departed.

The Remove men had suppesed that
Sammy was sorrowful when he came to

gone,” eaid

freak—-—"  zaid

the study. He hadn’t heen. But he
was sorrowiul when he left. So that
was all right.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Call for Fishy !

i 13H ¥
E Lodor of the Sixth shouted

up the Remove staircase:
“ Fish 1

Bob Cherry glaneed down from the
Removo landing, and shook his head,

“None to-day, thanks!™ he called
back.

“Ha, ha, ha|”

Loder glared up at the humorons Bob,

“What do you mean, you young
idiot " he demanded.

“T1 mean what I say !
any fish to-day.”

Loder breathed hard through his nose.
Ho did not suppose that Bob had mis-
taken him for a fsherman calling his

We don't want

THE MAGNET

wares. Bob was merely being playful.
But Loder of the Bixth was not the fel-
low to select for a junior's little jokes.

“Take a hundred lines, Cherry. And
tell Fish that he’s wanted in his Form
master's study.”

.:}n-:l Loder of the Sixth stamped away,

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob., *“Loder's
got no sense of humour, you men. Win-
gate would have laughed. Jobnny, old
man, go and tell Fishy he's wanted.
¥ou keep tho Fish in your study.”

Jehtiny Bull tramped up the Bemove
passage, and kicked open the door of
Study No. 14.

Fizsher ‘I, Fish wae there,

The Amerlcan junior was reading a
letter, and his bony face was beaming
u:ier tt. He looked up with & cheery
E nl

“8ay, bub, I guess the popper's
them by the short hairs|” he remarkﬁ
‘This letter is from the popper. Say,
they're sure squealing.”

“HEbh—whe are squealing?’ asked
Johnny Bull,

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

All the gelgots who are up spainst
the Pork ‘I'rust,” he explained. * The
popper’s cornered pork. Bay, you’ll
soon see a rise in the price of 1
this little island, F{:-Ek will gliknlﬁ
over the world, I guess. Yep, the price
is going up, Pork means bacon. 'i%u'!!
have to pay more for fyour rashers,
And Y guyess it will all go into the
pockets of the pnptﬁlﬁr. Say, this here
is the bee's knee, this is. It’s sure the
elephant’s whiskers."”

And Fisher T. Fish chuckled glee-

fuily.

Fishy was in high feather these days,
I‘Juh?alluw at Greyfriars could hna.qrﬁ
felt prouder of his pator thun Fisher
T, Fish felt of his popper,

ollars were rolling into the coffers
of Hiram K. Fish i1n an uncounted
Bood. Hiram K. had cormered pork.
The combine, of which be was the ?;d-
ing spirit, controlled the price of pork
all over the United States. The Ruye
who wero in the combine were rolling In
logt. The guys who were left out of
the combine were, naturally, squealing.
The fact that they were squealing added
an extra zest to the asatisfaciion of
Fisher T. Fish. Making money, of
course, wos the best thing in existence
from Fishy's point of view: but making
the other fellow feel bad about it wae
the next best thing.

There was only one fly in the oint.
ment. Mr, Fish's ;nilﬂnna had st-
tracted the attention of Darn
MeCann's kidnapping gang. They ha
concentrated on %’iﬂﬁar T. Fish, with
the object of kidoapping him, and hold-
ing him to ransom.

Fishy, in consequence, was kept with-
in gates. He did not like that, Still, it
WAS sumethm?' to be remarked upon by
sll the school ss the fellow who was
the object of such attentions on aceount
of hiz father's countless dollars, Tak-
ing_it for all in all the position was,
as Fish ressed it in his weird and
wonderful language, the hee's knee,
the elephnnt's whizkers, and the grass-
hopper’s hind leg.

He waved the letter at Johnny Bull
“Bay, 1 guesa I'll tell you whot the

poppar says.”

{Tgh, cut it out!" said Johnny Bull
grufly. “I can read the newspapers
when I want o hear about o swindle,”

Fisher T. Fish regarded him pity-

iugl%.
*“You pesk giecan 1 he said. “This
ain’'t a swindle! This iz businesa—busi-
ness from the word go |”

* 13 there any difference in the United
States ?" asked Johnny Bull,

“1 puess——?
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# pome on, you Tellows [ *' yelled Bob Cherry.
Turn on the Mght, Fishy, and lat’s

and P’m on bis legs!

*

“ Anyhow, Quelchy wants you,’ said
Johony. “Loder’s just howled up the
stairs that you're wanted in his study.’

“ Aw blow Quelchy!” soid Fisher T,
Fish. “I've got no use for Quelch.”

But he loft she study to obey the
summons all the same. Mr. Quelch was
not pleased when he was kept watting
by a junior, cven if that junior was the
gon of = smart business man who had

corpered pork, and was rolling in ill-
gotten dollars. _
Fisher T. Fish was looking wery

pleazed with hiwself as he walked down
Masters' Passage to Mr. Queleh’s study.
Ho did not like beoing gated; but he
wos rather amused by the efforts of
Barney McCann & Co. to kidoap him,
Hea did not intend to run any risks of
being ‘“cinched ” by that lawless
“bunch.” And tho fact that they had,
nppnrantl:,r, cinched Dilly DBunter 1n
mistake for him scemed @ screaming
joke to Fishy. He did not waste a lot
of concern ou the hapless Owl of the
Hemove. .

" Come in, Fishl!”? said Mr. Quelch,
as the American junior tapped at the
door. “T sent for you, Fish, as somcone
has ealled wou on the telephone.”

oMo, sir!” said Fish, in surprise.

“Yos, . I:]efivea the name of Phineas
(3, Flook, and states that he is a friend
of your father’s and in England for a
fow days.” )

“J gurss I know the name, sir,” said
—ish. ~ “Flook’s in the combine with
the popper.” :

“ou may take the call, Fish,” =nid
Mr. Quelch, “But in the present cir-
comatances, you must not make any
arrangements to po outside the school
If Mr. Flook desires to sea you, on your
father's Liehalf, he can, of course, come
to the school.”

*Yes sir”

“ Wooooopooh ! ™

Fisher 1. Fizsh ecrossed to the tele-
phone, and picked up the receiver.

“Bav !” he remarked.

“I'hat Fisher speuking?!™ came a
voice over the wires, with o stiong
American. accent.

i !I.l'

“Fleock specking this end—Fhinecas
. Flookt I guess you know the name,
Fisher."

"ﬂllrﬁ!"

“I'm over heve for a few days on
business for the combing, Your popper
wants me to give you the once-over
while I'm avound. You can get leave
to run up to town?"

&l I!‘m gﬂtﬂd.”

“Gatedt What's that?"’

“1 ain’t allowed outside the school
gates, since Darney McCann and s
‘%lurir:h got busy,” cxplained Tisher 1.

ish.

“Waal, that's only wiso; vou sure
want to keep shy of that big sl
Fishert Mebbe I could run down and
meet you half-way, or sulhin' like that!
iram wants me to seo you while I'm
over.”

“Sav, Mr. Elook—"

“ Bhoot 1"

“Did vou got the picture-card I sent
von last mapil but one®

“Hure—and 1 hadn't fergoticn it,
Fisher.” .
“I guess youd like lo sec that

picture of my school,” said Fisher T.
Tish.

“Yeurve said it; end a Hne-looking
old place it is.”

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

His next remark made Mr. Guelch
look up from his papers with a start.

“Good-bve, Darney MeCann!™ said
Tisher 1. Fish.

And he hung up the receiver,

Mr. Quelch stared at the American

“ Wa've got the rascal ! Toddy"s on bis head, Squiff’s on his

sea the scoundrel ™

Queeh,

junior, as hs turned, grinning, away
from the telephone.

“Fish!'” he exclaimed.

“¥ep! I mean, yes, sir.”

“Js it possible that the man calling
vou on the telephone wos the rascal
MceCann?” exclaimad Mr. Quelch.

:' I reckon s=o, :sir:_::;’

' my word!
Fish?"

“Bet my bottom dollar on it, sir.”

“ 1 fail to sea—"

Fisher T. Fish grinoed {:I}meln-cantlju

“You see, sir, the popper’s. warned
me to watch out for any guy that tries
to get mo on the phone. You heard me
ask him if he'd got the picture posteard
of E‘%‘eyfriara that I sent him P’

[=1 -ES. (4]

“Well, sir, if he'd been Flook, he'd
have said I never sent him one,” said
Fisher T, Figh cheerfully. “You see,
sir, 1 never sent Phineas Gr. Flook any
aold posteard.”

Wr. Quelch blinked at Lim.

* I was jest stringing that guy along,
to see whether he was Flook ! saul
Fisher T. Fish, *“When he said he'd
had the card I never sent, sir, 1 opined
that ho couldn't be Flook I

“RBless my soul?’ cjacolated tho
astonished Remove master. “I—I—I
am glad to see that you are €o much

upon your guard, Fish,

“J guess, sir, that there ain't a whole
lot of flies on thiz baby!" zaid Fisher
T. Fish complacently.

And Fisher Tarleton Fish left his
Form master's study, fecling very
pleased with himself. DBarney MeCann,
az ho left the telephone box at a town
saventy miles away, was probably not
feeling so pleased.
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“Oh 1™ gasped Mr.

You are sure,



THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Caged Owl !

ILLY BUNTER blinked round
unensily,
There were footsteps outside
the locked door of the room in
which the Owl of the Remove waz a
Prisoner.

Bunter was seated—or, rather,
sprawled—in & very easy chair, with his
feet on another. 3

The kidnapped Owl was not feeling,
on the whole, very dissatisfied.

Ha had been twenty-four hours in the
hands of the kidnappers: but his lincs,
so far, had fallen in pleasant places.

He had a comfortable room, o
comfortable bed, and plemty of “grub.”
It was true that he was a prisoner,
which was not nice. On the other
haod, he was getting out of classes,
which was very nice indecd.

There was only one window Lo the
room, which waos covered by strong
wooden shutters. There was caly one
door, which was locked, and which,
when it was open, opencd on the hall
of the unknown house. And in the hall
thera was generally somebody to be
heard, so escape seemed quite out of
the question.

But for his doubts of the future, Billy
Bupnter would not have bothered his
head much about escapo.

He was quite comfortable where he
was.

Eafﬂmi“ and ire.«ih &i{_?]_'ll?‘ﬂ.'l mvér bad
a strong ﬂPPGﬁ] er Willlam George
Bunter. rowating wes more in his
line. He could do with a lot of sleep-
ing, and a lot of sitting down. And
the mora he missed lessons, the better
he was pleased.

Hia chiof anxiety had been about
food. But the “bunch " were feeding

him well, =0 far. So long os that
lasted, Bil Bunter resalised that
matters might have been worse.

But he was waorried about tho future.

He had told the kidnapperas that he
was oot Fisher T. Fish; and they had
not believed him. The fact that he
had had a letter belonging to Fishy in
his poeket had settled the matter {for
themr. Bunter wished that for once he
had been a little less inguisitive about
ather fallows’ correspondenca.

Sooner or later they were hound to
discover that he was not Fish! That
wag certain.  And Bunter waz worried
nbout what would happen then.

He was 1n desperate hands. The kid-
nappers would be angry and  dis-
appointed, By kidnapping Bunter they
had, a2 it were, shown their hand, and
made the task of kidnapping Fisher T,
Figh much more diffieult. Billy Bunter
felt unecasy on that seore.

So the sonnd of footsteps stopping at
hiz door made him blink very uncasily,
:_nd he rose to his feet in some trepidea-
101,

The key turned in the lock, and the
door openod,

Barney McCann, the man with the
hawkish nose, entered the rToom,
followed by Slick Flick, the man in
horn-rimmed glasses,

Both the ergoks
blackly,

Bunter, as he blinked at them, knew
that they knew the truth now. They
had not taken his word for it: but they
hae found out somehow.

“¥ou dog-goned pesky a::a,'lI{rwag i
said Slick Flick, with a black look at
the fat schoolboy.

T guess,” said Barney MeoCann, be-
tween his testh, “that I've a powerful

were scowling
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idea to twist that fat neck of yours,
you jay.'’

Bunter backed away in alarm.

“I=—1 say, it wasn't my fault, you
know 1" he stammered. *“I—~I never
acked you to bring me here, you know.
I told you I wasn't Fish, and you
wounldn't believe me.”

“What was you doing with a letter
from Fish's popper in your ragst”
snarled Darney. 1 pguess what you
sald ecut no ice. Fish would have said
the zame if we'd got him, if he guessed
he could get by with it. Dog-gone you !

Darney was evidently deeply annoyed,

“FPhere sin't no doubt about it now,
Barney,” seid Mr. Flick.

“Nary a doubt! 1It's known all over
the place now that the boy who's
missing iz named DBunter,” growled
Barpey; “and I got on the phone to
the school and talked to Fish himsslf,
1 gave Flook's name, and got him to
SEea-k—but I tummbled to it somehow
that I wasn't Flook! He's spry, that
kid! Fish is at the school now, safe
and sound; and we'ra landed with that
fot clam that we don't want.”

“Dog-gone him 1 grunted Mr. Flick.

“It means a lot more trouble. We've
given 1t away that we're around, and
the police are looking for this fat jay,
of courze™

* Aw, the palice!” jeered Blick Flick.
“I guess the Dritish police won't keep
me awake at mights."

*¥You've said 1t," agreed Barney., "]
gueta we could phono them our cddress,
and then they wouldn't find vs, I ain’t
worrying & lot sbout cops. But—-"

HI=1 say 1" stammered Buonter. " Now
you lmow I'm mot Fish, you can let me
go, you know.”

“To tell the cops what's happened to
you and give them our descriptions!”
seid MeCann unpleasantly. “ You guess
you're talking io two boneheads, dog-
gong you 1™ .

“I—I say, 1—I1 can't stay here, you
know,” said Bupter, in dismay.

“Can't you?’ said MeCann. *I guess
vou can, sonny; I guess you're sfaying
till we tote along thot guy Fish to keep
you company.’’

“Sure " aaid Mr, Flick.

“And I reckon 1t wen't be long,
either!” said McCann.  “This bunch
is going to cinch old Hiram's boy, or
know the reason why, And 1 guess wo
got some use for you, too. Bomebody's
got to get into the school and cinch the
kid, and I reckon you can put us wise
ta the lie of the land. You've got
yvour nuses,” .

“RBuore " said Mr, Flick again.

Billy Bunter blinked at them.
MceConn sat down at the table, laid a
sheet of paper before him, and teck up
¢ pen. He fixed s sharp, menacing
eves on Bunter.

“You're going to put me wise, you
ot that t™ he snapped.

“ Look hero, I'm not going to tell you
anything to help you to got hold of
Fishy 1" exclaimed Bunter indignantly.
“¥ou can't expect 16"

" ¥You object—hay 1"

e | jﬂll well  do,™
i ’Taintlp aving the gamo!
you wouldn’t understand that,
can't help you.”

“The guy's sure spilled a mouthful,™
gaid Slick Flick, “He szure does net
know the brand of galoot he's tulking

“He'll learn,” said MeCann g:imly,
“ Now, you, Bunter, you got to give me
dotails of the housze at Greyiriars—
where the kids sleep, and how they'rs
fixed; passages and stairs, and po omn.
You get met”

said Bunler.
Of course
But f
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*Well, 1 jolly well won't!” gaid
Bunter.
Barney, pen in hand, gave Mr. Flick

a look. Blick Flick reached to his hip-
Poai:_-ut. and drew inte view an ugly-
ooking automatic.

Bunter gasped. )

The automatic was lifted to a level,
bearing full on Billy Bunter’s fat, terri-
fied face. The horn-rimmed eyes
gleamed over it.

#1—1 say, turn that thing another
way 1’ howled Bunter. *It—it might
go off "

“You've said it, sonny ! I guess.that

11“]13* opgun is powerful likely to go
off, if you don't jump to orders!”
chuckled Flick. “I calculate vou'll be
less trouble if T drill o hele through
our cabeza and bury you neat in the
ack garden ™

" Ow [

“You talking " snarled McCann.

“Ow!l Yes! Of—of course! I—I'll
tell you anything you like!” gasped
Bunter, in dirve torror. “I--I want te,
really I

“Mebbe I'd better plu
save trouble I spid Blick
fully.

“Yarooogh! I—I say, I--I'll tell you
anything you like!” howled Bunter,
“Tut-tut-turn that thing another way,
will yout”

“"Eeep a line on the guy with that

n, Blick, and plug him iastanter if

e doesn’t open out!"” said MeCann,

“You bet [

““Now, then, you jay 1"

Bunter wasz not of the stulf of which
heroes are made, and te save hiz fat
skin he dida’t think twice about giving
the kidnappers all the information they
required,

or the next hour Billy Bunter was
kept busy.  All that he could tell the
crooks of the interior arrangemoents of
tho House at Greyfriars was told, and
carefully mnoted down by DBarocey
McCann.

After which the kidnappers left him,
and Bunter was locked in again.

“0Oh crikey ! gasped the Owl of the
Remove,

Ho dropped into the armchaiy, palpi-
tating.. Whatever nerve Billy Buntoer
had, hafl been shaken by that ugly-
locking automatic in the hand of the
horn-rimmed man. The Owl of the
Remove palpitated with terrer.

Ife blinked round the room in the
eloctric lislrshb. Outside, it was not vet
quite dark, but the shutters at the
window shut out the daylight. Escape
was now Dunter's chief thought. The
recollection of that awful auntomatic
made him shudder, He had to zet away
somehow.

But how?

From somewhere outside the house he
heard the buzzing of a car. Appar-
ently ene, or both, of the kidnappera
was leaving. But Bunter know that
there was elways & man left on puard
in the lonely house, The red-headed
man who brought in his meals was
always there. And that man—Mike, as
tho crooks called him—was o powerful,
hefty six-footer, who could have dealt
ensily with Bonter with one hand:
indeed, with & couple of fingers, And
ha was generally in the hall outside
Buonter's  locked door. IFscapo was
impossible,

But the recollection of the antomatic
spurred “Sunter on. Iz fat wits wero
set to work as they had never worked
before. Somchow or other, he had to
get out of the hands of the dezperate
gang; and for the first time in his fat
carcer William George Bunier did some
really havd thinking.

the guy and
lick thought-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
An Alarm in the Night ]

ik ALLO, hallo, hallo! 8till
H bhere, Fishy 1’ chuckled DBob
Cherry.
Hisher T. Fish grinned.

The Removites were on their way to
their dormitory, and many eyes turned
on Fisher Tarleton Fish as he joined his
Form fellowa.

Fish was an object of great interest
all through the scheool thess days. The
nows thet kidnappera were atter him
had cavsed him to leap into unaceus-
torned limelight. And the kidnapping
of Bunter, which proved that the
danger was real, intensified the geperal
interest in Fisher T, Fish.

Fish was now the object of special
care on the part of the school authori-
ties. Beside the regular roll-calls, Fish
had to r{aFDrt himself to hia Form
master at frequent intervals. Ho wos
“gated ”; and he was not likely to run
the risk of going out of gates, since it
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had been made <lear that Barney
McCann and his bunch were “around.”
But the Hend seemed to envisage the
possibility that the desperadocs might
attempt to get hold of him within the
precinets of the school. Bo every
imaginable precavtion was now taken.

“23till here, old bean?' said Frank
Nugent. “Shouldn’t be surprised to
miss you any minute, Fishy.”

“One of these times he will vanish
away like a jolly old Boojum [ grinned
Sguilt,

*“And there will be dry eves in the
Bemove,” remarked Skinner.

“0h, shat up, Skinner ! said several
voices,

Fisher T. Fish could nob exactly be
called popular in his Form., His ways
were hardly  the ways of Greyiriars
men. But the fack that he was in
tdanger made a  difference.  Every
fellow was glad to sce that he was still
salfn, and hoped that he would remain
safe,

“I goeza thoy'll have to get up ver
early in the morning to aihe}? thi'z
baby,” said Fisher T'. ¥ish complacontly.

7

Thers was no doubt that Fishy was
rather enjoying his unique position.

“Fish here?” said Wingate of the
Bixth, when he came to the Removo
dormitory to seo lights out,

oF YED 1!?

“0Oh, all right!” Wingate laughed.
“We've got to make sure of you, Fish,
as you're so much sought after.”

t which little joke, coming from a
prefect, the Remove dutifully laughed.

Wingate turned out the lights and left
the dormitory. A fow minutes ofter he
wa;, gone a bed creaked as o fellow gob
ouk,

Bob Cherry sat up.

“Hallo, hallo, halle] Who's thatt”

“ Little me I drawled Fisher T. Fish,

“ You're not going out of the dorm?”
exclaimed Harry Wharton, “Don't be
an nss, Fishy "

“Bure nof !

“Fishy nin't the man to run risks,”
sald Vernon-Smith, with a trace of a
sneer, “ Fishy will look after himself,"

“You bet I" answered Fisher T, Fish
coolly. “There nin't o guy in the wide
world that I'm so fond of as I am of
this particular baby 1*

There was a glimmer of light, Fisher
T. Fizh had put 2 match to & candle-
end. The Removites sat up in bed,
staring at the American junior, and
wondering what ho was up to.

Fisher T. Fish colleceted two chairs
and placed them on either side of the
dormitory door, leaving a wide space
botween,

T;:d‘ﬂfhat the thump——" zaid Peter

“What's that pame, Fizshy " ask
Wharton. % ' . o
“I guess you'll see 1” answered Pish.
From ono chair to the other Fish
proceeded to run a cord at a height of
six inches from the floor, and about six

feet from the door.

“You get it?" asked Fishy. “Any
guy coming into the dorm will sure trip
over that cord, and if he don’t come a
eropper and damage his nose on the
floor, you con call me a jay.”

“Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

o you really think they'll come after
you inside the school, Fishy "

“I sure do 1

“Rot 1" said Bolsover major.

Fisher T. Fish sniffed.

“You goys ain't wise o Barney
McCann,” he said. “I tell you when
that bunch cinched the Googengoomer
kid in Noo Vark, they roped him out
of tho ancestral mansion on Riverside
Drive under the noses of a dozen guys.
G*E“m‘% intdé Greyfriars would bLe jost
pie to Barney MceCann. I shall sure be
surprised if he don’t mosoy along soon
one of these nights. Waal, if he moseys
in here to-night, 1 veckon we shall hear
his noso hit the floor.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Fisher T. Ifish blew out the eandle
and went back to bed.

There was tho usual buzz of talk from
bed to bed, and it died away at last,
and the Remove closed their eves in
slumber.

Fizsher T. Fish slept as peacefully as
any of the other fellows. Ilaving teken
his precantions, he was suro of being
awakened if any surroptition: person
cufered the dormitory before morning.

There was a sound of steady breath-
ing through the shadowy dormitory.
The whole Form were fast asleep,
They did not waken at the sound of a
light footstep outside the dermitory
door.

Neither did ihey waken when the
door was quielly opened, and a light
glimmered in.
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But & few soconda later they awakened
with & lump!

Crash

Bump |

Bang !

“ W hoooooooogooooop !
~ Every fellow in the Remove jumped
mto wide wakefulness at that sudden
and terrifie uproar.

Fellows started up in bed, rubbing
their eyes, exclaiming in startled tones.

“What the thump——-7"

“Who's that "

“Burglarsg——"

“Look outl”

“Oh crumbs !

#0Oh, Jerusalem cricketa!” gasped
Fisher T. Fish, And in a twinkling
Fishy was out of bed, and hidiog under.
neath 1t,

Harry Wharton leaped out of bed. A
dozen fellows followed his example,
The dormitory was in darkness; but a
faint smell told of o candle recently
extinguished. In the darkness a
shadowy figure rolled on the Hoor,
gaa?n:ug and s lutteri;:g.

“It's him!" yell Bob  Cherry,
excitedly and ungrammatically,

“The kidnapper "

“Collay him "

“Jump on him ™

“@Get hold of him I

And like o tidal wave the excited
Removites rushed on the sprawling
figure, and collared it right and left.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Queloh ]

4 OOD-NIGHT, my
Quelch 1™
“Good-night, sir!”
Both the Head and the
Remove master parted with regret at
the door of Dr. Locke’s study.

They had sat up rather late that
night; the time passed swiftly and
happily. Mr. Quelch, who knew more
Greek than most dmaka, had been
giving the Head his opinion and
advice on the subject of Dr. Locke's
edition of Sophocles. With such an en-
trancing subject in hand, it was no
wonder that time Hew, and that the two
old gentlemen unexpectedly found that
it was midnight,

Reluyctantly they left Sophocles, Thaoy

arted at the door of the Head's study,

r. Locke going up the corridor that
led to his own house, Mr. Quelch head-
ing for hia own gquarters,

¢ Head turned back,

“By the way, Quelch——"*

Mr. Queleh turned back,

“The boy, Fish——" said the Head.
. “Quito 30!” agreed Mr. Quelch, *It
13 my Infention to look in at the
dormitory before going to bed.”

“In the present extraordinary oir-
cumstances, one cannot be too careful 1
said Dr, Locke.

“ Perfectly so, sir "

*(ood-night, Quelch ™

“{rood-night, =arl”

_They parted a second time, and this
Eama, so to spezk, they got away with

Mr. Queleh took his candle and pro-
ceeded to the Remove dormitory. = At
that hour of the night he did not desire
to switch on electrie lights all over the
House. Neither did he desire to disturb
the Remove by Booding their dormitory
with illumination. The candle sufficed
for a glance at Fisher T. Fish, to
ascertain that he was safe, befora Mr.
g;elc[:: dismissed him from mind for

night.

Mr. Quelch opened the door of the
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dear

Remove dormitory. All was dark and
silent within, save for the regular
breathing of many sleepera.

Holding wup the candlestiok, Mr.
Queleh advanced quietly into the
dormitory, stepping towards Fish's bed.

He did not take many steps! A fow
seconds later Mr. Quelch had the sur-
prise of his life,

Bomething caught in his leg, He
did not know whet it was, bub it was
utferly unexpected, and, naturally, it
tripped him up.

Before he knew what was happening
the Form master was fiying over. He
bumped on the foor, and the candle-
stick, fying from his hand, crashed and
hanged somewhere.

In"s dazed and bewildered state the
Remove master sprawled and gasped
utterly confounded for'the moment, an(i
unable to realise what had happened.

those seconds the dormitory was
filled with excited voices, Shadow
figures loomed on all sides, and it
seerned as if the Remove were all shout-
ing at once.

r. Quelch, aci;&luf,t:mmg for breath,
felt & sea of hands lm‘c:il] on_him; ho was
grasﬁd on all sides, clutched, gripped,
grabbed.

“"Oh!"” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Qw!
Waoososooooh 1

“Got bhim!” roared a triumphant
volce,

* 8it on him "

LL Eg_ua-ﬂ]l ].:".m II'"

“8it on his head !

“Don't let him get away!”

:{Igaurr%héu light,*

‘Bomebody get a light.

“We'va got the beast!”

¥t seemed to Mr. Quelch that he was
in the midst of pandemonium. It was
lite some awful dream.

He, Henry Samuel Quelch, M.A.,
master of the Greyfriars Remove, had
been tripped up, and he was struggling
and wriggling under an attack of his
whole Form !

It was unbeliovablo! But it was hap-
pening ! That was the worst of it; in-
eredible as it was, it was actually hap-
pening, and very painfully. Fists
smote Me, Queleh’s majestie ribs, handa
grasped his scanty locks end held on,
somebady had grabbed even his nose,
and as ho opened hiz mouth to roar
somebody else sat on his face. The roar
died into an agonised gurgle.

Evidently—to Mr. Quelch—the Re-
move had suddenly gone mad !

He estruggled and wriggled
gurgled !

“Keep still, you scoundrel I roared
Bob Cherry. "We've got youl Keep
him down, you men !”

¥ Look out for his gun! He may have
a gun!®?

“Pin him down!"

“Keep still, yon willainl] VYou hear?
Bang hiz head on the Hoor if he won't
keep atill,”

“"T'm sitting on his head—"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Groooogh !" eame from the unhappy
vietim.  “Oocoooogh!  Woooooogh !
Gug-gug-gug-rug 1

“Get a light, somebody!” shouted
Harry Wharton. “ We've got him safe.”

“Stick on his napper, Toddy 1

“That's all ripht. T'm sticking 1"

“Mind his gun!"™ came a how! from
under Fisher T, Fizh’a bed, " Look out
for his gun! Barney always corries a
gun 1"

“We've got him |
hand, you funk!”
major.

“¥ou sure got him?" gasped Fish.
“We're nithgl?g on him ] %Ddd}"l on

and

Come and lend a
roared Bolsover
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his_heed, and Bquif's on his tum
end I'm on hia legs!"” chortled ﬁnfﬁ
Cherry. " We've got bim squashed as
Hat as a pancake. Turn on the light,
Fishy, and let's sea the scoundrel |*

“Surel” gasped Fishy.

. Assured now that the midnight
intruder was safely held, Fisher T, Fish
erawled out from under the bed where
ha had taken refuge.

He cut across o the door, where the
switeh was, and turned it on, and the
dc:::;m;tnry was flooded with light.

Mmmmmmmmmm | came in an

gnguﬁzlhedﬁmnﬂu frc:mlﬂlﬁ &qgashed ll.n-r]
reathlessfigure sprawling and wriggli

under the Hernovites. .-

“Now let's get & look at him1” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

" Ciet off his face, Toddy I*

“Ha, ha, ha |”

_The juniors blinked in the sudden
light. They blinked at the wriggling
higure, of which only glimpses were to
be had, under the swarm of victorious
juniors. Harry Wharton uttered a sur-
prised exclamation. A rumpled gown
was clinging to the wriggling figure. A
sudden misgiving smote the ceptain of
the Remove. 'The next moment, as
Peter Todd removed himself from the
face of the wretched victim, the
dreadful truth was revealed.

It was not the face of an American
crook, not the face of a desperate kid-
napper, that blinked and glared up st
the juniors,

It was a face they knew!

Wharton gasped with horror.

“Quelchy 1

“Great pip I yelled Bob Cherry. He
got off Mr. Quelch'# cheat as if that
chest haed suddenly become red-hot,

“ Quealch | j"ﬁ“ﬂg uiff.

“Quelch! Great Christopher Colum.
bus ! gasped Bolsovor major.

“The Quelch-fulness iz terrific 1™

“(Oh dear ™

Mr. Quelch sprawled and blinked
dizzily in the light, fully revealed now
to the horrified eyes of his Form.

“Wazl, carry me home to dial®
gasped Fisher T. Fish., *Who'd have
thought it? BSaw, this surely does get
my goat!”

Mr. Queleh sat up.

His face was crimson, he gaspod for
breath, his eyes pglared. Only too
obviously Quelch was in a bad temper.

The juniors gazed at him. Horror
held them silent. It was Quelch—Henry
Samuel Quelch—their Form maszter, who
had tripped over Fizhy’'s cord. and had
been collared and captured by the
Remove! The situation was really
awful=—it was overwhelming.

Mr. Queleh found his voice at last,
Hizs firgt remark was:

“Zrooooogh IV

“L-l-l-let me help you up, sir!™ stute
tered Wharton,

“Oh, lat’s help you, sir | groaned Bob
Cherry.

They seized Mr. Quelch’s arms and
helped him to his feet. He stood sway-
ing, gasping, spluttering, the ex-
pression on his speaking countenance
growing more and more awful.

“Boysl™ he gasped at last. * How—
how dare youl You—you shall be
flogged—the whole Form—you shall bs
expelledl Bless my soull Dear mel
How dare you? I repeat, how dare you
attack vour IForm master—"'

“Wo—wa didn't, sip——¥
Wharton.

' What 7 roared MMr. Quelch.
“I—I mean, wa nover mMoant——**
_“We’—wa thought you were & burglar,
81

gasped

“ A kidnapper, sire——*
“Barnoy _MceCann, sir!” gurgled
Fisher T, Fish. “We fgured that it
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was that fire-bug coming to cinch me,
pir.

“What? What? Ahaurd! 1 £ell
aver something; I ta.uﬁz'gt my fect and
i over something——"  Mr.

tﬂpfad 1

iuach glared round him, and spotied
the two chairs and the cord., The chairs
had been knocked over in the exeite.
ment, but the connecting cord was still
there, and Mr. Quelch understood over
what he had tripped. “This—this was
a trick—a deliberate trap——>"

“You—you seco, sir——"
Nharton.

“1 ses only too well, Wharton! The
whole Form is concerned in this oot
ragel” thundered Mr. Quelch, *“The
ringleadera shall be expelled! The rest
shall be flogged! In all my career as a
schoolmaster T have never heard of such
an outrago ™

" But, sir—"

“Enough! GCo back to bed! Tha
headmastor will deal with you in the
morning | DLnough [

“B-b-b-but, sir—"

" &ilence! I will hear nothing!”
hooted ¥Mr. Quelch. “Go back to bed!
This wazs a deliberate outrage—a trick
—a trap——"

“PBut, £ir,” pasped Wharton, “We
woke up and found somebody in the
darm, in the dark. Hew were we fo
know——"

“Tf yvou'd had a light, sir——" said
Wugoent,

“T had a hight ' boomned Mr, Quelch,
“The candle was extingumshed when I
fell—over this cord that wos deliberately
placed—"

“Yes, sir, but we couldn’t ses youl"
gasped Bob., * Wo—wo can't ges in the
dark, sir—*"

*We'ta not  catls,

groaned

sir 1™ wentured

¥

“ Keep WheTe you are 1™ came a volee apparently [rom

pnder the bed, with a nasal accent.

1’ll shoot [*

“ I've got & gun, and

As Mike, revolver In hand, looked under

the bed to Investigale, Bunter made & leap for the doof.

Vernon-Smith., It was like the Bounder
to be checky, even at such an awiul
momenk,

“Whatt* Whet? Take care, Vernon.
Bmith! Wharton, am I te understand
that you did not know that it was your
I'orm master you were attacking 1" RMr.
CQuelch was calming down a little. Hae
realised how highly improbable it was
that any Form at Greviriars would mob
their Formin master in that manner if
they know it.

“f—of course we didn't know, sir
gasped Wharton, " But——"

“But that cord waes placed there to
trip ma up 1™ hooted Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, no, eirl We never knew vou
were coming in after lights out.”

“0Oh, indeed!” Mr. Quelch realised
the justice of that observation. “Bui
the trap was laid for someons.”

It was for the kidnapper, sir—"

“The kidnapper?” ejaculatad Mr,
Guelch. ]

“Yes, sir. Fishy thought the kid-
napper might come here after him, and
go—an—" Wharton broke off. It was
for Fishy to own up that he had fixed
up that trap that had proved so deadls.

Fizher T. Fish, however, was silent.
Owning up was nob in his line.

BIr. Queleh comprehended at Iast.

He was hurt, he was hreathless, he
was damaged: bub it was a relief fo
loarn that his Form had not suddenly
run amock like a lot of mad Balays.

" Absurd ' he snapped. *Anyone
coming in mj&vht have tripped over that
cord, as I did ™

"“Well, sir, we didn't expect anybody
after lights oub,” said Nugent.

“0Oh, that—that is so, of course! I
came to see that Fish was safe, and—
and—" BAir. Quelch gasped. “Only a

vory foolish and thoughtless boy would
have arranged such a trap for the un-

wary] The boy who laid that trap will
come to iy study after prayers
to-morrow morning.”

Mr. Quelch took his candlestick,

which Nugent picked up for him. He
lichted the candlea.

“Go back to bed! I will deal with
thiz maiter further in the morning. Go
back to bed at onee !

The Hemovites obediently went back
to bed. Mr. Quelch turned out the
electric light and stepped from the
dormitory. He was fee inf: very shakon
and very damaped, also a  [little
ridiculous, and he was anzious to get
away [rom hid Form.

“ Good-night, eirl™ said a number of
meek voices.

Mr. Queleh coughed.

“ Gond-night, my boya.”

The door closed. ;

“Well, my only hatl” said Bob
Cherey, with a deep breath, “What a

':‘1”

“The go-fulness is terrific!” chuckled

urree Jamset Bam  Singh.  “The
estecmed Quelchy 13 infuriated.™

“He'll be sll right in the morning,’
eaid Harry. “He will koow it wasn't
our fault, when he thinks it over. Of

course, he fecls rather sors now—="

¥ 'hea sorefulnezs must be—"

“Merrifie ! chuckled Bob.

*Ha, ha. ha i

“Tancy sitting on Quelchy's fage I
gasped Potor Todd, "My hat! If I'd
known, I'd rather have =2t on & red-hot

poker.”

There was & creaking of & bed
Ficher T. Iish was getting out again
Harry Wharton sat up.

Tre Blacker Lisrsnv.—No. 1,163
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“That you, Fishy 1*

{;E‘.‘Ep 1”‘

“What are you up tol!” demanded
Wharton. _ .

_ “I1 guess I'm fixing that cord again,
in case the kidnapper moseys in,’
answered Fisher 1. Fish.

“ You—you—you—" gasped Wharton.
" After what's heppened——"

“1 guess that cuts no ice.”

“You thumping idiot]” roared
Wharton. *You may catch the Head
next if he has a faney for leoking n to
goe if you'ro sale., (et back to bed!”

“Forget it!” answered TFisher T.
Fish.

Evidently Fishy was bent on fizin
that trap again for the kidnapper. But,
not unnaturally, the other ovites
had had enough of Fishy's strategio
arrangements.  Five or six fellows
turned out of bed, thoughtiully taking
their pillows with them. _

There was a sudden howl from Fisher
T. Fish. Half a dozen pillows smote
him at once,

“Whoop {” roared Fisher T. Tish.
“What t-]?e greet horned toad—"

Thump, thump, thump—bang |

“Yarooogh! Quit?' velled Fisher T.
Fish. “Let up, you galoots! Yow-
ow-ow '

“Yon getting back to bed * chuckled
Bab Cherry.

HNope! I guess—  Yaroooogh!
Stoppit! I guess I'll get back to bed.
Oh, Jervsalem crickets! Stoppit! I'm
quitting! Yarooogh!”

‘“ Ha, ha, hal” .

Fisher T. Fish plunged headlong into
bed. Apd the Greyiriars Remove, ab
last, aﬁttred down onice more to halmy
slumber.

up

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Escape !
B ILLY BUNTER gave a little fat

Eﬁ“ghp * - -

Bunter, sitting in the armchair

in the shuttered room in the
lonely house, had been thinking hard.

And there had been results.

Thinking, on Bunter’s part, was rather
an  unaccustomed exercise. Indeed,
there were men in the Remove who
doubted whether he could do it. They
suspected that he lacked the ncccssary
apparatus. s

is, however, wos an injustice to
Bunter., It was true that he seldom
did think, but he could think, and now
his fat brain bad been working, so to
speak, on its highest gear.

And the glimmer in the little round
oyes behind Bunter’s big, roumd spec-
tacles hinted that an idea had been
evolved by that laborious and unaccus-
tomed effort,

Henee the little fat cough.

Any man in the Remove would have
known what the fat little cough meant,
It always preceded any ventriloguial
effort of the Greviriara ventriloguist,

Bunter, who could do nothing clse,
could ventriloguise. His gilt in that
line was weird and wonderful, Tt was
nat, perhaps, clever, for had it required
brains obviously Bunter could mot have
done it. That weird gift was not popu-
lar in the Remove, E?éllﬂwﬁ were linble
to kick Bunter when he played ven-
triloquial tricks. He could imitate any
fellow's voice without effort, and fellows
did not seem to like it. His weird gift
Lad earned the Owl of the Remove more
kicks than ha’pence, ns it were.

But the idea had come into Buonter's
fat brain that that weird gift, so little
valued by his Form-fellows, might come
in uﬁn:efuiY now. It was well known in
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ehe school. It was, of course, quito
unknown in the headguarters of the kid-
papping gang. Bunter cortainly was a
little nervous about *“trving it on”
Barpey McCann & Co. were rather
unpleasant gentlemen te trifie with. But
anything was better than remaining &
prisoger in the hands of the erooks.
The recollection of that ugly-lookin
automatic in the hand of Blick Flic
thrilled Bunter with terror. His fab
mind was concentrated on the thought
of escapo.

That little fat cough cleared Bunter's
podgy throat for ventriloguism. It was
whot the Remove [ellows sometimes
called his atmospherics.

Bunter eould hear the man Mike
moving in the hall outside his door.
The other two, he believed, had gongo
in the car. At all events, he had heard
ng sound of voiees ITn the house since he
had heard the car departing.
roalised that his chances were best while
there was only one man on guard, and
he resolved to try it om.

He crept to the door, and stooped at
the keyhole and blinked through. The
hall was lighted, and hoe could ses the
red-headed man, sitting on & rocking-
chair and smoking, He was reading a
paper, and ocecasionally rocking in the
rocker. Aa he sat he was facing
Bunter'as door. ILacked as that door
was, Mike's eves were seldom off it,

Bunter atepped back from the door.

If he could get the man to unlock it,
and leave it open—if he could get him
looking for somebody who wasn't there,
there nertainli.r was & chance, while
MeCann and Flick were abzsent.,

Bunter’s fat heart beat rather quickly.
But he had made up his mind, and he
Emueen:led to carry out the little scheme

e-had evolved after so much bhard
thinking.
h+Thu hour wct;s ﬁnktg Bﬂﬁr had hilg

15 -supper, aod Al ro ¥ Suppose
that he had gone to %ed. But the fat
'Eaigiiw waa thinking of anything but

He gave ancother little fat cough. Mis
heart was ht*atmg quite unpleaszantly,
but he went ahead.

“Hallo! Who are you?"’ o shouted
suddenly.

He heard the erash of the rocker in
”Im' 1‘Eﬁl:lull, as Mike suddenly jumped out
of i

The man had beard Bunter's shont,
and ne doubt it surpriscd hi, Bunter
heard his footsteps approusching  the
locked door.

“1Xew cidd you ot in heve ¥ went on
Bunter. " Yon woke me up! Who are
vout How did you get in'*”

" Bilence ! :

Mike, outside the door, fairly jumped
at the sound of the {:L"{':[T,I“;l'ﬂw ing volce
that uttored the word “silence.’

Ha did not know that ho had to deal
with a ventriloguist. Nobody, certainly,
could have guessed from the veice that
Bunter was taking both parts in a
duologue,

The key turned gquickly in the lock,
The deor Bow open, and the big, red-
headed man appeared in thoe deorway,
with a startled face. Mike Clancy stared
at Dunter, and stared round the room,
evidently in the cxpectation of scein
Emuenna there as well as the fat school-

oY,

“Look out]” gasped Bunter, *“Ho's
got a pistol I

He hurried over fo Mike as if for
proteciion.

“Who is it?— What—" pasped
“ Rogorra, and how did he get
in intirely? Where ia he!”

“TInder the bed!” gasped Dunter.
“He—he nipped under the bed when

Claney.
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you unlocked the deor.
pistol i

Mike Clancy's staring eyes {urned on
the bed in a corner of the room, He
wae utierly astonished. )

“Keep where you are!” came a voice
spparently from uwnder the bed, with o
nasal accent. *“*I've got & gun, and I'll
shoot!”?

“TFaith, and will ve intirely 1"’ roared
the Irish-American, and he grabbed a
revolver from his hip-pocket and jumped
towards the bed. “}I{.Emv come out, ye
thafe of the world, whoever ve are, or
I'll 61l ve full of boles|™

It was Bunter's chanca.

Ho had hardly dared to hope that it
would work out like this; but fortune
seemad to smile on him.

Mike, revolver in hand, was stooping
beside the bed. In one second more he
m:rutd discover that there was nobody

era,

But one sccond was encugh
Bunter.

Bunter seldom moved quickly; now be
moved like lightning. He whiEped out
of the room, grabbed the door shut after
him, and turned the key in the lock.

The next moment there was a roar in
the room. It was a roar of rage from
Mike.

He had discovercd that there was no-
body under the bed, and he had dis-
covered at the same moment that he was
locked in the room, and was now a
prisoner in Bunter's place,

He leaped frantically to the door and
dragged at the handle. But the door
did not budge. It was a thick, strong
door, with & big, strong lock on it,
designed to keep a prisoner safe. It was
keeping the red-headed man safe now,

Bunter, outsida the door, trembled.

Bang, i:rsmgt came Mike's hoavy fsts
on the door.

“ You spalpeen!” roared Mike, " Open
the door, wid ye! Faith, and I'll smash
va! Open the door, then!™

Bunter was not likely to open the
door.

Ho was listening in terror for sounds
from zome other part of the house. If
he had been mistaken in Euifupusmg that
the other two.members of the “bunch "
were gone——

But he had not been mistaken. There
was no sound in the lonely house save
the rosring and banging of the Irish-
American 1n the locked room. Mike
seemed to be in a perfectly frantie state.
He roared and banged, and banged and
roared, uttering blood-curdling threats.

Bunter crossed ihe hall with swilt
stepa to tho outer door. It was locked,
and there was no key visible. That, no
doubt, waz an added precaution, in case
the prizoner should succced In petfing
out of hiz room—as he had now, indeed,
done.  DBunter hastily tried t-T‘I'EI other
doors on the hall, One, that led by a
passage to the kitchen of the houss,
opencd te his fat hand, and he bolted
down the passage.

“Open the dure, wid yel” camwe the
roar of the enraged Mike. ™ Faith, and
1l break ivery bone in yere body !V

I'hump, thump, thump !

But the din only spurred Bunter on.
He iairly eendded down the passage to
the kitchen guaerters

Bang!

It was the roar of o fircarm from the
Jocked room. The infuriaied mwan had
fired at the lock of the door, in tho hops
of smashing it open. If Billy Bunter
had needed spurring, that ringing
report, echoing ]Iijll:ﬁ thunder througn the
hﬂﬂ&f}r hounze, would have dona it. He

o,

He's got &

for

{Continucd on paga 12,)



THE THRILL CLUB!

The

Each week members of the Famous
“ Thrill Club** forgather, and many are
the sensational stories they have to tell.
This week, in aceordance with the rules,
Mr. Harvey Baxter, a journalistic member,
tells of his most thrilling experience,

i ENTLEMEN ! The chairman of the Thrill
Club let his eyes stray arvound the ranks of
the members, whe were waiting for his
announcement as to who was to spﬂn.krthat

evening and give the story of the greatest thrill of

hia life. “To-night you'll hear what happened to one
ui our journalistic members. Let me introduce to you
¥r. Harve the

‘Morning Mai

Ho sat down, and Harvey Baxter stood up. Baxter
was one of the youngest members of the club, but,
during his time as a reporter of the famous news-
paper, he had run across many adventures, the
strangest of which he was now about to relate

I was o cub reporter ab the time, and we heard a
yarn at the office regarding an old scientist, who it
was stated, had invented a new method of grafting
on limbs in place of those which had been amputated.
No one took Professor Patterson seriously, but it promised
to be a good “stunt * story, 80 I wns =ent off to inferview
the old gentleman about hiz idea. i

He lived in & rambling old house on the outskirtz of an
industrial town and had one servant—an old soldier, who
had been with him for years. .

Y rang the house bell and waited. The profasor himsell
opened the door rnd demanded what I wanted. I explained
that T had come to interview him on the subject of hiz new
discovorics, and I was asked to enter.

1 did so, and was shown to a room on the ground floor. )

* YVour new discaveries have caused some little sensation,
T anid. “T1 would like vou to give me an mntervigw—Iin non-
techniﬂa.ill language—" 3

Tha old man interrupted me.

* A genzation, yes!” he said. " Simply because T zay that
a limb can be grafted on to a human body, people imagmne
ma o be wmad.” - . s

“RBut,” 1 protezted, “when a limb is cut off it diea.

“Supposing wo could keep a limb alive!” he said. “Look,
T will show wou ! ] .

He rose to his feet and drow back a curtain—a curtain
which shut off his study from his laboratory.

Inside bere wag o plant-pot. and in it had been plapted a
brown thing which looked like a thin, strange plant. It was
jerking eonvulsively—horribly !

# g not be afraid.” said the professor. " This is only the
ler of o frox. Look for vourself 17

I did so, and a ory camea to my lipe. For it was, actually,
a froz’s leg, planted in the pot. and jerking and kicking
most harribly, as though it was in the most exeruciating
pain. To prove that it was indeed only a leg, the pro-
feseor plucked it from the enrth, j !

Then something happened.  Whether it was the curious
stifling atmosphere of the place, or the sheer tervor of the
thoughts that were stealing over me—or whether the pro-
fessor had hypnotized me. T don't know. Dot the fact
Temains, Lhm.}ipdmpned to the floor in & dead faint!

When T came back to my senses I found that T was bound
hand and feot. T was in a chair, and. as T openced my eyes,
T saw the professor standing by scmething on the tabla—
something that was coverad with a dark cloth. He turned
ns I attempted to move, and fixed his eves upon me.

“It iz good that you came here alone,” he said,
must help me with my experiment !

I strnined at the bonds which held me to the chair.

“How ean I help you when T am tied up here?” 1
demandeod. )

= Bxeellently,” enswered the professor. “For 1 am going
to prove my words by grafting a new linb on o you. I am

OiIJE to cut off one of your arms, and Zive you, 1n return—
this ™

As he spoke he whipped off the cover from the thing on
the table, and I gave a cry of horror. For there, in a large
plant-pot, was planted an arm=—a human arm!

Baxter,
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It was alive! It writhed and shook; the fist clenching
and unclenching. Bick with horror, I watched its move.
ments with fascinated fear,

“That arm is alive!” said the professor. “So far I havo
suceeeded. | can amputate and keep the arm alive. But
now I must see if I can praft it on to a living body and
still keep it alive. Had you not coms I would have had
no one upon whom to experiment, for my old servant was
too old—he died under the anmsthetic. I did not mean to
kill him. Do not be afraid. I shall not kill you, for I
shall not adminster an anmsthetic 1

Ho turned again to the arm. I also Jooked at it, and i
scemed that the arm was threatening him, Then the pro-
fessor took up the instruments he nceded to perform the
amputation on my arm, and then moved the living arm
MTQLS$ riearer to me. » ' d

“Look at your new arm!” he ploated. ™ And think—you
will Le the first to undergo this! You will be the pioneer I*

Herrified, I watched him come nearer. In a moment he
would begin to amputate my arm. [ struggled desperately,
but I could not break my bonds. The professor leaned over
me, and there came a stabbing pain in my arm, and for a
moment I was forced to close my eyes.

As T did =0 a ferrible, nerve-wracking scream rang out.
Bot it was not I who had zcreamed. Tt was the professor,
and, as [ opened my eyea and saw what had happened, T
gasped with horror.

For, in approaching me, the professor had passed elosa
—too close-~to tho living arm! In a flash the jerking
clenching Nist had closed around his throat !

There was a tinkle as the instruments dropped from his
hand to the floor. The professor’s screams changed to =
choking gurgle. He was being strangled by the living arm
af the old scrvant he had murdered!

Then, while the professor tors with nerveless fingere at
the fizst which had clenched around hiz throat, and wae crush-
ing his windpipe as though it were tissue-paper, he reeled
backward, taking with hitm the arm—still tightly fastened
around his neck.

Chrash !

The plant-pot was dragged from the table, and the arm,
juzt like a plant that is pulled up from the roots, parted
with the soil in which it had been planted. But its hold
did not relax, and. through a mist of horror, T saw tha
arm give a last convulsive shndder and then hang limp |

But the grip stiffened in the throcs of death, and the
profeszor dropped to the floor—dead-—as I, with o super-
human ofork, burst the bonds which had held me fast in the
chair, and rushed iike 2 madman from that reom of terrort

Harvey Baxter coaszed talking and sat down. :
“That, gontlerncn,” he said, “was the greatest thrill I
have ever expericnced in my lifel™ .
(Loak out for another thrilling narrative nexl week.)
Tre Magner Lisaary.—No. 1,163,
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THE HOLD-UP AT GREYFRIARS !

(Condinued from page 10.}

The kitchen door, at the back of the
house, was on the latch., Bunter tore
it L and dashed out.

The summer night wag fine; a host of
stars gleamed in a dark-bluo sky.
Bunter saw the distant fence that sur-
rounded the grounds in which the
lonely houso stood, topped by tall
poplars,. He discerned a gravel path
that ran down fto o back gate, and he
raced down the path,

The night wim{-, Llew fresh on his fat
face. Iope was high in his breast now.
Once outside the walls, the first

destrian, or the first motorist, meunt

elp and rescue. From- the house
behind him came the roar of the pistol
egain. Mike was utterly reckless now
in his efforts to break out of the locked
room. He Pnew that the prisoner was
out of the house and escaping.

Bunter arrived, panting, at the gate,
He clambered hrea.bhlessfg over it and
rolled into the lane outside.

He picked himself up and ran.

Where he was, the Owl of the Remove
had no idea, excopt that he was cer-
tain that he was many a long" mile from
Greyiriars, But he pave no thought to
that; bisz only thought was to put a
safe distance between himsolf and the
house of the kidnappers. Guasping and
penting, pufing and blowing lﬁ(ﬂ i
fmm ug, Bunter sped slong the lane.
t led him into & country road, and the
Owl of the Remove turned into the road
and ran—and ran till his {fat limbs
refused to run any farther.

ey .

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck for Barney !

[ EAR me!" said Mr. Quelch.
D Hpa very nearly said “ Con-
found it 1™
Such expressions, however,
were not Btting for o Form master,
even in the privacy of his bed-room.

Eeally, 18 was annoying.

The liﬂmm'c fellows had gong to sleep
quite peacefully after the wild and wp-
roarious scenc in their dormitory.

But Mr. Quelch could not go to slecp.

Between fifteon and ﬁftif there was
e great golf fixed. A rough-and-tumble
dig not produce any lasting effects on
the merry Removites. But it had shaken
the Remove master very considerably.

Sleep was impossible, ‘
Having turncd over, and over again,
and over and over, Henry Samuel

Quelch finally gave up the attempt to
get to slecp.

Ho sat up, switched on his bedside
lamp, and loaked round him for a hool.
Reading in bed was & bad habit, whicn
Mr. Queleh certainly never would have

allowed in his Form. DBut for an
clderly gentleman who conld not sleep
it was the only resource. Mr. Quelen

had tried ecunting sheep; he had tried
mathematical problems in his head ; and
1t was no usa. Ho was sore, and shaken,
and irritable, and could not slecp.
Euripides was his resource now. If
Euripides could not send a man to
sleep, the case was hopeless,

But it is well said that it never rains
but it pours. Generally there was a
classical volume by Mr. Quelch’s bed-
side, in readiness for such emergencies.
Now there wasn't! Mr. Quelch, glanc-
ing round with a gleaming eye for
Euripides, rcmembered that he had
taken the volume down with him that
morning to his study,
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“Dear me!" he said, in a tone that

sounded as if he were saying something
much more expressive than ““dear
me |’

He sat and blinked in the soft light
of the shaded lamp. There was nothing
in the reom to rend. His watch told
him that 1t was hali-past twelve. He
wasz disinclined to turmm out and go
downstairs for a book. He was also dis-
inclined to zit there sleepless. So he said
“Dear me!"™ twice again, in expros-
sive tanes.

Finally he turhed out, put on his
dressing-gown  and  slippers, and pre-
pared to go down.

Ho had made wp bis mind to {fetch
Euripides.

In thiz case, obviously, the mountain
wonld not come to  Dahomet, 350
Mnahomet had to go to the mountain.

Mr. ueleh’s  expression, af  that
moment, was not amiable. Had he
had to deal with his Form just then
for their riotous outbreak, it was
probable that he would not have sparcd
the rod., Fortunately, for the Remove,
ha was nol going to deal with them till
the morning.

He opened his doer
quictly out.

He was careful to make no noise. Ho
did not want to wake anybody at that
hour of the night. Neither did he need
a light, as every inch of the way was
familiar to him.

He stepped softly aleng the corridor
and reached the stairs. In & few minutes
he was gliding along Masters' Passage
to his study.

Click !

Alr. Queleh stopped suddenly.

There was a window in Masters' Paa-
sago, shaded by an ancient elm, of
which the branches brushed the panes.
The sudden, sharp click came from that
windeow,

The TWemove master stood quite atill,
Ins heart beating faster.

An ancient building like Greyfriars
had many ecrie sounds in the silence of
the night. Old wainscota wounld ereak,
the wind would moan in old chimneys.
But ihat sharp, sudden elick was
nothing of thia kind, Mr, Quelch knew
what 1t was. Tt was the movement of
a window-catch, forced back.

Me, Queleh stood still and listened.

Faintly, from the window, not more
than a dozen feet from him, came a
spurdd of a sash zlowly and cautiously
raiced,

In ordinary cirenmstances Mr. Quelch
might have suspected that some Grey-
friars man, whe huad been surreptitiously
ont of boundz, waz geiting back into tho
Housee in this secret way. But now
tha thought of Fizher 1. Figh and the
kidnappers rushed immediately inlo his
mind.

Alr. Queleh’s lips set in a RBard line.

Ho listened for some moments o the
sound from the passage window, Then
he stirred.  Silently Ig;:- stepped into his
study, He was not looking for Euripides
now. He stooped over tho fender and
picked wp the poker—a large, heavy
poker, excellently destpned for dealing
with midnight inteudora.

With the poker grasped in his hand,
My. Quelch stepped back into the pas-
sape. Irom the divection of the window
came & cold draught of air.

The window-znsh was fully raised
now, and in the dim glimmer of the
s;f.nriigh!, a figure conld be zecen, climb-
ing silently in.

‘hers was nothning like fear in the
Remove master’s breast,. He was ex-
tremely angry, and very determined.
The expression on his face, had it been
seen, migﬁ}t have daunted any kid-
napper,  Mre. Quelch, in fact, was in

and stepped
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a mood to “pitch into ” somehody. That
shadowy person in the window was, had
h? known it, the right man in the right
place,

Softly Mr. Quelch stepped along the
passage towards the open window, in-
visiblo in the darkness.

‘There was a faint whisper {rom with.
out. Someone standing g!mv the win-
dow waos speaking to the mon half-way
in, who was listening and peering in
the shadows,

“ Alk elear, Darney 1"’

“1 guess spl'"

AMr. Quelch set hiz lips hard, That
whisper, which came clearly to his cars
in the silenge, told him who the in.
truder was. It was Darney MceCann
who was erouching in the window, zbout

to step down inside the Howse. The
kidnappers, with almost incredible
efirontery, were entering the School-
House of Greyfriars, in search of Fisher
T. Fish.

i uwess  it's  jest  pie, Slick!™
breathed Barney MeCann,  “I0 sure

reckor we're pgetting the goods this
timﬂplj

“Youw've said it, Barney !

Barney MeCann  dropmod  silentl
within., The plumper form of She
Flick clambered on the sil] to follow.

A sudden bright beam of hght zhot
through the darkness, McCapn had
turned on an electric torch.

Iie had no expectation of secing any-
onc in the passage. He was only making
sure that the coast was clear.

But the next moment he gave &
startled gasp.

That bright beam of light showed him
a tall, angular figure, draped in 8 dress-
mg-gown, a grim fzee, and a hand
clutching a big poker.

Barney had only one glimpse.

The next moment the poker had es-
tablished contact with Barney'zs head,
and o fearful vell awoke the echoes of
reviriars,

“ Doooocooooh 1M

“Cireat gophora " gasped Shek Flick.

“What——"
sard  Ae.  Quelch

“ Beounsdrel 17
between his teeth. )

The poker swiped again, but this timo
the dazed Barney dodged it, and the
swipe barely missed him. Ho plunged
back at the open window.

Slick Flick dropped back to the
ground inztantly. Obviously now it wa=
not going to be “ple™ for the kid.

nappers.
Crash! Clatter!
The poker barcly missed Barney

MoCann again as the kidnapper plunged
headlong through the window to eszca

It landed on the window and smashed a
pane with a terrific elatier. Fragments
of glass rained down on the vpturned
face of Shick Flick,

“Beat it!” he panted. And Sliek
romptly set the example, racing away
into the darkness,

Barney McCann dropped fo  the
ground, pasping and howling., M,
Quelch leaned from the window and
swiped again with the poker, and
Darney gave a fearful 1¢ll as ho caught
it with the back of his neck. Thoe next
moment he was vantshing after Slick,
Hurried foofsteps dicd away in tha
ni;hh.

‘Bloss my soul ! gasped 3r. Queleh.

There were voices, foolsleps, !]m-hing
lights all over Creyiriars now. Barney's
svells had  alarmed the whole [Tonse,
IFrom the distance the snort of a car
was heard. The kidnappers were gone,

Once more they had failed. But it
may be doubted whether this would
have been tho conse had not Fishy's
burglar alarm set moving the chain of
incidents that led up to it,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gots a Lift |

I H 'crikey?" groaned Billy

0 Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove sab
on & grassy bank by the road-
side and groaned.

o had run till he could run no mors,
and he was sure that he was at least
half a mile from the headguarters of the
kidnappers.

He sat down to rest and gasp for
bréath.

Round him was the dark, lonely
eountryside, silent and solitary with the
gilence and solitude of the small hours.
No building was to be scen, though as
all lizhts were naturally out at that
hour a building might have been within
g dozen yarda without Bunter seeing it
Not o car had passed on the road, but
COYS Wers naturall;,r few and far between
at helf-past one o'clock.

Bunter could not even guess where he
was. He was sure that when the kid-
nappers had carried him off he had been
tagon a long distance from Greyiriars,
but in what dircction he had no idea.
He was on a lonely country road, that
was all he knew, The darkness pre-
ventcd him from dizcovering anything
elso; though as the darkness also
sereened him from a pursucr, he was
thankful for it. If Mike had got out of
the locked room, he was certain to be in

ursuit, and Bunter listemed with pain-

ul intentness for the sound of footsteps
on the road.

But thers was no sound of footsteps.

He was utterly alone.

He sat and bréathed hard. There was
a hedge at the top of the grassy bank
by the roadside, and Bunter was ready
to crawl through the hedge and hide at
the sound of n footstep. But there was
no sound in the hoavy silence. Alter
all, he was a good distance from the
kidnappers' den now; and Mike, if he

ot out of the locked room, would not

now in which direction he had fled.
The fat junior realized that he was in
little danger from Milke now, and he sat
and rested and tried to think out a plan
of action,

As soon as he had had a good rest he
would tramp on, he decided; he was
hound to arrive somewhere some time.
And if a car passed he wduld ask for a
lift; any motorist would be willing to
help a fellow who was escaping from
kidnappers. And there was bound to
be a car socner or later.

The Owl of the Remove picked himself
up at last apd tramped on. He was
tired and sleepy; but the grass was
damp with dew, and he was not disposed
to sleep there. He plodded on weartly.

gtill no car appeared on the road.
Bunter reflected  bitterly that if he
hadn't wanted to see & car he would
have had to hop out of the way of a
dozen or s0. Now he wanted to sce one,
there was not one to be seen. It was
just hiz beastly luck,

He pledded on.

“{h, good 1" he ejaculated suddenly.

Far in the distance two bright head-
lights appeared.

A car was approaching.

“Thank poodness V'’ gasped Bunter.

He stood in the middle of the road
Ia:m_;!i blinked at the approaching head-
1 hts,

The ear was still at a considerablo dis-
tance, but it was coming towards him.
Bunter's only fear was that it might
turned off into some side-road before it
reached him.

But it eame etraight on at a great
gpecd. The brilliant headlights rushed

own on him like the eres of zome great
beast in the darkness,

Mr. Quelch leaned from the window and swiped with the poker.
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Barney

McCann gave a fearful yvell as he caught It with the buck of his neck |

Tiunter waved his hand and shouted.

“Iii! Stop!"”

Then he juwmped aside, in case the
motorist didn't stop.  DBut he continued
to wave and shout as the glare of the
beadlights  showed him up  standing
there by the roadside.

Thers was a sudden crash of hrakes
Evidently the motorist had scen hum,
and he jammed on his brakes az he saw
him. The car glided to » slop almost
abreast of Bunter.,

It was & dark saloon car, with two
men in it. Both of them were staring
at Bunter.

“J—1 say—"" DBunter rolled lowards
ithe halied ear. 1 say, gim me a lift,
will yeu? I've bLeen kidnapped. I've
rot awny in the middle of the night.
I'm a Greyfriars man, For goodnesy’
sake, give me a lift to a police station !’

One of the men jumped down,

“Creat zophers I he ejaculatod.

Bunter's jaw &mpp{:d‘

He knew that volce.

0w " e gnaﬁed.

Too late, the hapless Owl of the Ree
move made 8 jump to escape. ‘Lhe
steel-like prip of Barney MoCann closod
on his fat shoulder,

“Nou ' hissed Darney.

“Ow 1

Bunter gasped with dismay. McCann
and TFhek had beon absent; that had
given him his ¢chance to befeol Mike and
get away, Dunter had suspected that
they had gone to Greyiriars School to
nmi{a an attempt on Fisher T. Iish, and
he was sure that Greyfriars was at least
fifty miles away. Not for an instant had
he dreamed of falling in with them. But
it was the wuncxpected that had
happened. ;

“ It's the kid 1" said Slick Flick from
tho car. ;

“Sure ! How did he get here?”

“You can search me "

“You gyoung scallywagl’ Darney
MeCann's grip on his shouldor closed
like a viee and forced = howl from

Bunter. “What does this mean? How
did vou get out? Bayl”

“Yaroooh ! i .

“You dog-goned pie-faced gink—-"
“Can it, Barney!" said. Flick hur-
riedly. “Get him back to the house—
he'll kueF. We're on a public road
here—"'

“¥You'va said it 1" agreed Barney.
He lified the fat junior into the car,
(Conlinued on page 16.)
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14 HERE'S ANOTHER AMUSING YARN OF ST. SAM'S FROM
1y == 3
zVa)) A MASTERS GOLFZ
] ==
; ez BORNYMENT 4
7 de J::’:'_:::: :
A -~ "H:JW/:;;J - = o
- e - f.-r'::'_
e
L 9 S ad
S ~" " The first time Dr. Birchemall swiped at the
i : - golf-ball he missed it !
2/ The second time he hit it in the same place!
-4 i%f d 2 -
;. el
1. J;.IEIISE., with a sudden sneeza which | you jents, In a nutshell, it is this, As
ey S everybody hear i gavo Dr. Birchemall & shower-bai;h, “is| I am such s wunderful gn]fer% it is o
I Dr. Birchemall wrapped out{ Dot to be sneezed at—- Shoo ! | sheer waist of time for any of you to

that question, ca his shifty eyes
swept the DMasters’ Common-
room [which had not been swept for
wunths I)
“Here, respectinl
I'ilg.
mTha masters wero “all thera "—wilh
the eggseption of Mr. Looney, the
maths master, who had been sent to a
home for the mentally eflicient. Pour-

ing over figgers for a long period had
mfda r. ﬁ'.rnc-na],r—ﬁghgarntivﬂly speak-
ing—a bit potty. Ho he had gone to a
ganny for his sanmity.

But the other mastors were mustard
togother at the Common-room table.
There was Mr. Justiss, with his sum-
what peppery manner; Mr, Lickham
who reparded himself as the a.E.Tt».qtl
the earth; Mr. Swishingham, with his
vinnegary smile; and, to compleat the
cruct of Form masters, thero was Mr.
Chas Tyser.

Herr Guggenheimer, the German
master, and Monsure Iroggay, the
French master, sat scowling at ecach
other across the table, like the im-
Elmahlﬂ cnemiea they were. M,

oyes, the music master, who played
second fiddle to the rest of the stofi,
waa drumming his fngers <on  the
table; and r. Larking, the games
master, sat in a corner, nonchallantly
sucking a golf-bell.

*“Jentlemen, chaps, and fellowsl”
pawled Dr. Bti'r:hemaf], with that quiet
diggnity which sat wpon him like a
cloke. *“There is po need for me to
make & Jong-winded speech—"

here!” came &

“Loud cheers!® mermered Mr.
Lickhgm, ;
“What did you say, Lickham?”

fiashed the Head, like lightning.
“ Nun-nun-nothing, sirl” said Mr.
Lickham hastily, “I—I meecrly coffed,

gir.’”
“Buck a4 pastel, then, and be
quict |” znapped the Head, *“As I was

about to say, jentlemen, we are mot
together on this suspicious occasion to
discuss tha fourthcoming Golf Torny-
ment. As vou are aware, Sir Frederich
Funguss, that pompous old ass—I mean,
our worthy and respected Chairman of
the Bored of Cuvverners—is awarding
a hansom Gold Cup to the master whe
wins the Tornyment.”

“Dot vos gool!” muttered Guggen-
heumer, 1o iz guttural tones

“We, wel” assented IMonsure

Froggay.
Tﬁ. hansom Gold Cup,” said «Me.
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‘Sbum 1™ .

Dr. Birchomall mopped his face with
8 not overclean hankerchecf.

“Don't sneeze in my faen, Justiss
he snarled. *“Don't you know your
mannara? Sneeza in Lickham's !”

Mr. Justiss showed signs of cpgsplo-

di again; and the other masters,
| backing their chairs eway, gove lim =
wide birtlh., The threttened sneeze,

however, was strangled nt berth.

“A Gold Cup,” said Mr. Lickham,
with a dteemy look in his oyes, "is
just what I have been anchoring aftar
for a long time. I will clear a spacc
for it on my study mantlepcace—'

Dr. Birchemall broke into a guffaw.

“Ho, ho, ot That's the richest jéak
—and the poorest—that I've heard this
term [* he chortled. *Licky, old man,
you ara a scoper-optimist] What you
don’t know about golf would fill hole
vollumes I

[1] Hﬂ-p I'Iil,, hﬂ- lu

“TI'm im good company, anyway!"
growled Mpr. Lickham, “You're not
eggsactly a world-beater yourself, sir.”

“Alof” snid the -Head eggsitedly.
“ What are you saying of 7 Why, 1 was
winning goli championships before you
wera breached! In my youth I played
golf for Aston Villa—" ;

“My hat!” gasped Mr. Justiss,

“And 1 scored o sentury in overy
match I said the Head impressively.

“{rate pip "

“n fact, I was the finest three-
quarter stand-off half in the land, bar
none I said Dr. Birchemall.

The masters gaped and blinked. Alr.
Larking was so  astonished that he
nearly swallowed the goli-Lall he was
sucking. :

Dr, %iﬂ:he:tm!i seemed to bhe a bit
befoggwed on the subject of goll.
According to his statemonts, it was &
sort of composite game of Sockor,
Kricket, and Rugger. Unlike Sam
Woller's nollidge -of Londor, Dr. Birch-
emall's nollidge of golf was not eggs-
tensive; but it was soertainly pecnliarl

“Area you a plusfour man, sir?"
inkwired Mr, Bwishingham. <uppressing
a chuckle. _

“Of corse,” said the Head. “1 woar
plus-fours every Satterday! I laok
very becoming in them, too! Aly foto-

raph was in all the commic papers
ast week."” )

Tho  masters chucklod. But their
chuckles dyed eway when Dr. Dirch-
cmall continewoed : yia

“I want to put up a propersition to

[Jl A

compeat against me. Bo I suggest that
vou all stand down from the Torny-
ment—--~="

“And give you & walk-over?" suid
Mr., Justizss. “No jolly fearl”

“You vos talking out of wour bat,
ain’t it7” growled Herr Guggenhoimer.

Dr. Birchemall glarcd,
“If you won't stand down I'1l jolly
well make you sit up!” he roared.

“We shouldn't dreom: of standing
down—any of usl” gaid Mre, Lickham
firmly. “1 can see your game, sir, and,
with all dew reapect, you are an artiul
old rl*

“What! What!"” gasped the Head,

“You want to coller the (old Cup
without having to make an cpgshibition
of yourself on the golf-lynx,” said Mlr,
Lickham. " And such golngs-on are not
coming off—not if we know it1"

“Here, hora [

“The 'fl.‘nrngment will ba conducted
on the pock-out prinsiple,” =aid Mr,
Lickham, “and the players will be
drawn in pears, in the usual way. ™

I, 11" said Mr. Justiss,

“Wo, we I"" snid Mensure Froggay.

Dr. Birchemall pulled savidgely at
hiz board.

“ AN right—have it your own way,”
he zaid. *The nock-out rounds will be
a farce, with only oue possible ending.
I shall vindicate my prowess as a
golier, and emerge from the Tornyment
with Hying cullers, baring my blushing
ontars thick ovpon me. Don't say 1
never werned youl And now for the
draw IV

So saying, Dr. Birchemall drew a
zrubby peace of paper from his pocket,
and prosceded to cnt 1t into stnall
oblong squares. ©On each squaro he
scribbled a8 master’s name. Then, bor-
rowing Herr Guggenheimer’s bowler
hat, the Head turned his back to his
audience, and put the slips of paper in.

Facing the masters again, Dr. Birch.
emall invited Mr. Lickham and Mr.
Justisa to draw out the names in pears,
each taking one slip :

“1 have nothing up my sleeve 1™ eald
the Head, “Everything is fare and
sguare and above-bored,”

The eggsitoment in the Masters'
Commeon-room was 50 intense that yvou
could have heard an acid drop.

Thao names were duly druwn, and the
majtﬂt'a found themselves parced as
under :

“Ar. Justiss v, Mr. Lickham.
AMr. Bwishingham v, My, Ckas. Tyser.

THE



Hore
Froggoy.

AMr. Noves v. M. Larking.

A Bye—Dr." Birghemall.V

The luck of the draw was sertainly
with the Head., It has been tronly said
that every man makes his own luck,
and the Head had sertainly made lus,
The slip of paper baring his name had
peon discrectly lodged. in the lining of
tho hat, so that it could not be drawn
until last. Congelwontly, the Head had
mede sure of drawing a bye.

Mr. Lickham and Mr. Justisa had per-
secved the wangle, but they were too
astonished to make a secn about it
They let it po; contenting thetnselves
with the refledtion that De. RBivchemall
would never win the Golf Teornyment,
even if he drew a bye in every sub-
schwent draw—which he artfully did!

To cut 2 long story short, the Head
reached the Tinal without having
plaved in & single matchi

He found hbimself pitied against Mr.
Lickham; and when the prato day of
the Final dorned, St Sam’s wos all
agog with eggsitemoent.  Sir Frederick
Funguzs had come down lo szes the
mateh and prezzent tho gold bawblg;
and the fumus goli-lynx at Muggleton
were beseeged by a hussling, buossling,
jossling, frantiek crowd!

i it i

11.
“ € ADDY " bellowed Dr. Birchem.

Guggenheimer . AMonsure

ajl. *Prepare my teal”
Jack Jolly of the Fourth,
with a bag of golf-clubs
slung over hiz shoulder, blinked af the
Hend in perpleximent.

“Your-—vour tea, siet” he stuttered.
“Burely you won't have your tea till
after the mateh 2
The Head stared at Jack Jolly more

*

in anger Lhan in sorrow.
“Fool! Dolt | Imbesile ¥ Qe
stormed. Y1 dom't mcan the sort of

ten that von menn!

. I mean my golf
tea——the little

mound of earth from

which I shall drive my ball over
yonder bunker, and a: the same time
drive Ar. Lickham 1o distraction!”

Jack Jolly gave a comprehending
grin, and stooped down to prepare the
Head's tea. a was watched by lun-
dreds of hungry oyes.

“Mow,” said Dr. Birchemall grimly,
“the game beging 1™

3o saying, he strode vp to My, Lick-
ham, and, grately to the serprize of
that jenileman and all beholders, pro-
seaded to elaw his fnce!

" Ow-ow-ow ! Hold on=I1
lopgo '™ spluttered Mr. Lickham.

“What on ecarth are vou doing, sirt
Are you madi”

“Not at all!” said the Head, clawing
awny viggerusly. *“I understand that
I am to start at soratch—so here goes!”

But for tho timely infervenfionm of
Mr, Justiss and Mr. {,arhing the face
of Mr. Lickham might have been torn
to ribbons. Sertainly he wonld have
been unable to play golf. Ife would
have been a case for the ambulanse!

Dr, Birchemall was dragged away
from his victhn, Mr. Justiss scolhingly
pointing out that “etarting at scrotch
did not mean eommitting assault and
battery on one's opponent!

IFrank Fearless, who was aoling as
Mr. Lickham’s eaddy, produced a
guantilty of stomp-edging, which he
stuck over the Form master's dam-
maged face, giving him quite a loodi-
Crus EI-];JEHEI'MEE- :
Mr. Lickham then dvove oF frem his
tea, amid loud cheers,

Dr. Bichemall was not so suxxessful in
gotting the ball away. The first time
ha hit it he missed 1t; and the second
time he hit it in the same place.

ean,

QUR YOUTHFUL LAUGHTER-MERCHANT—DICKY NUGENT!

But at the third sttempt—by a wun-
derful stroke of luck—the Head smote
the ball hard and true, fare and sgquare,
gi;::oﬂ and pmfi}ﬂr. It went wizzing
through epnco like o canpon-ball Trom
A mashine-gun.

“Gratoe chot, rir—grata shot!” eried
Dir, Eimhumai]‘, ripgling round and
elapping himself on the back., “Did
qot sce that, Jolly? There would have
cen & big noize about that, 1f Braid
or Duncan had made such a drive|”

“There’ll ho a bir noize abouk it
now, sir, I'm thinking,” eaid Jack
Jolly, with a grin.  “It's hit Sir
Fredorick FFungues on the head 1"

“(h, my hat 1

The Head's foce foll. And belors he
had time to pick it up, 3Bir Trederick
Funguss, pink with rage and pail with
pashun, camo stamping on the seen.

“Fowl!"” he cried, tenderly rubbing
his forrid, whers a big bump was
slowly forming.  “That was a fowl

stroke!  Birchemall, you—you clums
Imngtlckl You might have brane
me !

“Impossible 1 gaid  the
gravely. “You eannot brane the brane.
lesa. Anyway, it
was your own fault,
for being in  the
lins of fira. Didn't
you here me shout

Fﬂﬂr r -El:- :

“1 thought it was
an ass  braying i
seid Bir Frederick,
“and was coming
across to investip-
ats, whon your ball
smote me on the
fgrrnd, . If concus-
sion or brane-fever
soopervenes, I shall
son you for dams
mages]  You ought
not to be let loose
o1 o golf-lynz!
Yah 1"

daying which,
Sir Froderick
poked out his tun
at the Head, an
stampod away, still

caressing his forrid. . @
After this plezzent diversion, the
pame prosccded in grim Ernest. Aund

Dr. Birchownall, in spite of his wunder-
ful start, and his boast that he would
wipe Mr. Lickham off the carth, soon
found that he had met his mateh, if
not his master. ] ]

Mi#. Lickham, despite his dammaged

fizz, played with stern rezzerlutaon.
Every muscle was braced; every merve
was taught; and “Vietory™ was

written all over Mr, Lickham’s fuce—
only the stamp-edging hid it from view.

Mr. Lickham having taken the frst
three holes, Dr. Birchemall desided it
was high time he pulled up his sox. Ho
had meant to win the match by fare
meatis if possible, and not to resorito
fowl tatticks unless the need arose.

But the need had arisen now, and
the Head got busy, When nobody was
looking, he picked his ball out of a
bunker, and carried it on to the green.

Mr. Lickham saw this manoover,
and protested angrily.

“You are fowling, sir! You are not
playing the gamal” .

“On” the contrary, Liekbam, [ am
playing the game of my Lfe!” said
tho Head, with a grin.

They were at the last hole now, and
the game hung in the halence. But for
the Head's shady tatticks, Mr. Lickhem
would have enjoyed an easy victory.
As it was, he found himsell Rghting a
nf]nk-&ndvneck finish with Dr. Birchem-
n -

It was a drammatick moment. Mr

Head |
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Lickham's face was a2 white as putly as
he putted hie last putk.
he ball glided over tho green,

straight as s die for the hole.  Dr.
Birchemall walched it with aggernisod
ui'es. Would it stop shert in front of
the hole, or would it travel boyond it

Neither! ‘The ball had just the right
oce on it. In another second, it would
ave plopped into the hele, to give Mr.
Lickham tha mateh.

But. Dr. Birchemall was not letting

a (Gold Cup clip through his fingers so
easily as that. Dropping on all fours
over the hdle, he tha slow

aim'incing ball, and blew with all his
ruight..

r. Lickham's ball stopped dead on
the very lip of the hole,

“Fowl! Fowll” eried Mr. Lickham
'E-E gited] . “You brecthed. on my
all, sirl

“No, I neverl I was w“tﬂlﬁ“hﬂ
brathlessly 1 said the Head. “Tuff
luek, Lickham! Another toeny, weeny
fraction of an inch, spd— By the
way, where's my ball 7

The Flead's ball was lying en the out-
skirta of the green.

Dr. Blrchemall faced ithe ulnwlf advancing ball and blew
againet it with al )

hiz milght!

“Gimme my putter, Jolly 1” he eaid.
“I'll soon settle Lickham's hash i

Dr. Birchcemall finished the goms in &
trooly remarkable waiy. All tho rules
and cannons of golf were thrown to
the winds. Insicad of playing ong
stroke only, the Head made o series of
chops and stabs at the ball, hrmgm; iE
ngarer and nearer to the hole. At last,
he farely dragged it in, and planted his
henl on top of it .

“Hooray !” rosrod Dr. Dirchemall.
“Hip, hip, hip, hoo-giddy-ray ¥ .

That was the only cheer which
ekkooed ove: the golf-lynx.

"Me for tho gold pot!” chortled the
Hond, dancing a jig in his eggsitement.
“Come and give me your congratiers,
Lickham 1" :

But it was Mr. Lickham, and not the
Head, who reseeved the coograttula-
tions after thot mommorable match.
For &2ir Froderick Funguss—who had
not forgiven the Head for hitting him
on the forrid—desided that Dr. Birchem-
all should be disqualified for fewling.

The Gold Cup, therefore, was prez-
genited (o Mr. Lickham, amid the
frenzid cheers of St. Sam's and the
frantick jecrs of the Head, who tottered
away from the golf-lynx with [feclings
too deep for worde!

TEE ENRI.

iNext week's Maower will confain

angther ¢ ing “Hal Smilea® parn

by Bobd Cherry, entitled: “HEAD-
MASTER SMILESI" Be sure ard
read ¢, whatever you dol)

TrE MAGNET EY.~No. 1,163.
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HE HOLD -UP

GRPEYFRIARSY/

{Conlinuell from poge 13.)

and followed him in. Blick Flick drovo
on.

Bunter collapsed on the floor of the
car. Barney McCann bent over him, his
eyes glittering. There was a big bruise
c¢n McCann's head, and it had not im-
proved his teroper,

“Just one yaup from you, and you
get yours, you fat scallywag I"” he bissed.
“¥ou watch out!”

But Bunter did not veniyre to
“yaup.”” He collapsed on the floor of
the car in a state of utter terror and
dismay. McCann threw a heavy rug
over him, and Bunter remained quiver-
ing and palpitating under the rug while
the car ran swiftly on.

‘He was in the hands of the ki&nappﬂrs
again| He was going back o the lonely
house, to face the enraged Mike. Bun-
ter had a strong disinclindtion fo havo
anything further to do with Mike. Hoe
mumbled dismally as he lay under the
Eﬂ"r’ﬂlﬂglﬂg rug.

He heard Blick Flick get down and
open a gate, and the car drove up the
grmre} drive to the house mnd stopped.

arney MeCann stepped out,  and
hooked Bunter after him.

From the interior of the howse camao
a sound of thudding and thumping.
Mike, apparently, was still in  the
locked room, and still trying to get out,

“What the thunder does it mean?”
growled MeCann. “Has Mike gone
mad, or got drunk—or what "’

“ Bearch me!" answered Flick.

He inserted a latch-key in the door,
and opened it. Bunter was hustled in,
and the door closed.

Thump, thimé)! Bang, thud! cams
from the locked door anecross the hall
Barney McCann strode across to it.

“Say, Mike, you gink!” he shouted.

The thumping within stopped.

“Aw, is that you, Barney 1"

“Yop | What the thunder——'
McCann turned back the key in the
lock, and kicked the door open. “ What's
ha‘Ppened, you pie-faced geck 7™

“"He's got away |” gasped Mike. “Tha
kid’s got away ! He—holy smake I" He
broke off as his eves fell on Bunter.
“You've got him ™

McCann's savage face broke intc a
Erin.

“I guess ho asked ws for a lift on
the read!” be said.

“Carry me homa to die!" ejaculated
Mike.

“Wo've got him!” said Blick Flick.
“He's safe.  But whot you mean by
letting him loose, you gol-darned geck 7"

Mike gave Bunter & glare. The Owl

¥

of Greyiriars promptly backed behind
%&Irl.{ McCann. He did not like Mike's
ook.

*“Thers was somebody in the room,”
enid Mike. “ Leastways, I heard a
voica in the room, and looked in, sorr.
And T'll swear he called out from under
the bed, and while I was looking, that
scallywag dodged out of the room and
locked me in. There was sure some-
body; but I couldn't find wobody; and
it beat me to 8 frazele (”

Fl‘_‘E’uu was drunk!” snapped Slick
ick.

Tee Micyer Lmmiry.—No, 1,163,

“And by the same toker I had only
one whisky, while I was sitling up
waiting for you to come back!” pro-
tested Mlike. "And 1'm telling you,
sort, that I heard somebody 1n the
room., The kid zaw him, tool"

“Loff 1 snapped McoCann. “ How
could there bo anybody in the room, you
dog-poned gink! #{’aan’t the door
locked, and the shutierz fastened, and
could a rat get down the chimney?
You was dreaming!”

“But the kid said—="

“Wouldn't he say anyvthing to fool
you, and pet out!” snarled MceConn.
“Y.eave the juice alone after this, you
fool! If the kid had got away, we'd
have had fo close down this shebang
and start fresh somowhere else. Get
imnto your room you piecan,” he added,
turning savagely to Bunter.

Bunter fairly jumped inio the room.
He was only too glad to be locked in
out of reach of Mike, The key turned
on Billy Buntcr again.

In the hall, thera was a muttering
of angry voices for & long fime
Malters were not pgoing so well with
Barney MceCann & Co., as was usual
with the operations of the “bunch.”
The peculiar business of kidnapping
seemed to  present more difficulties,
somehow, on this side of the Atlantic.
But Billy Bunter did not heed the
angry voices on the other side of his
door. He rolled on the bed and went to
sleep. And presently, all was silent in
the lonely house, save the deep and
resonant snorve of Billy Bunter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Very Unusua! Visitor !

1y AY, iz this Greyiriars?”

% Gosling, standing in the old
gateway, slowly turned lus
head as he was addressed.

i It wasz the afternoon of the following

Ay,

The alartn in the night had gquite
thrilled the school. Mr. Gucleh's adven-
tura with the midnight intruders was
a thrilthing tepic all through Grey-
frinrs. The Remowvites were guiie
proud of their Form master. The kid-
nappers had come, mnd Quelchy had
handled them=—like Coriolanus, alone he
did it! The broken window in Masters
passage remained ns o memento of thoe
combat, till the builder’s man coame
from Courtfield to put in 2 new pane.
The Remove ﬂgl'ﬁﬁg that Quelch had

shown uncommon pluck: and wondered
whether the kidnappera had  had
enough, or whether they would be

heard of again.

Fisher T. Tich was sure that they
would be heard of again.

Hoe told the Remove men  ihat
Barney McCann's bunch never backed
dowrn. Indeed, troublesome as the
“bunch * were to Fishy, it was evident
that he rather admired them for their
pertinacity. Ile poinied out that such
a “bunch " was a product of the great
Yew-nited States, and of the Yew.nited
States alone. In crooks, as in every-
thing eclse, tha Yew-nited States could
“lay over ¥ any other country in the
wide world. Fishy caleulated that a
native crook in this poor little island
was a “poor Gsh ™ in comparison with
EBn ..II.I.]'I'I:EI'II'.'I'-I:H Erﬂ{}t{.

Haryy Wharton & Co. were saunter-
ing down to the pates after class, when
the stranger stopped and addressed
Gosling. Gosling, as the man spoke,
g‘}i:.‘-'ﬁ bimm a rather suspicious look. In
the present unusual circumstances at
the school, any stranper with an
American accont was likely to awaken
suspicion, And the man who spoke to

TYHE MAGNET

Gosling was evidently, from his nasal
accent, an Amorican.

“Thizs 'ere is Greyfriars!” Gosling
answered coldly.

FThen I guess I've called tp sce the
Big Bug,” eaid the stranger cheerfully,
“I'll say I've got noos for nm.”

“Lhi* zald Gosling.

“The headmaster, bo!” eaid the
visitor, and he walked in nt the gates.
glanced round him, and strolled towards
the House.

Harry Wharton & Cbo. glanced at
him, with some interest. Gosling
watched him rather dubiously, as if in
doubit whether to admit him within the
precingts,.  However, the transatlantic

ofitleman had scttled that maotter for

imself, He was a plump, well-fed
looking man, with horn-rimmed specta-
cles; and on his looks might have been
8 “drummer,” or Amorican commeroinl
tt:m"eTIcr. He was rather well-dressed ;
h_la Homburg hat was set a litils on one
side of hizs head; his goatee beard was
neatly trimmed; a straggling moustache
almost hid hiz mouth; and he wore,
rather than smoked, o cigar in ono
corner of his mouth.

“INews for the Head!” said Bob
Cherry. The juniora hed caught the
stranger’s words to Gosling. “He's a
Yank! I wonder if he's got any news
of poor old Bunter.”

“One of the gang, perhaps, come to
arrange about the ransom [ suggested
Frank Nugent.

“0Oh, my hat!” sjaculated VWharton,
“He would want a lot of nerve to walk
into Groyfriars to do that”

“Well, that bunch has
nerve,” said Dob “ Still,
be holding Bunter to ransom.
a gold-fish like Fishy”

The horn-rimmed man passed the
group of juniors, and gave them a
cheery nod, and paused.

* Bay, bub, where does your Big Bug
hang out?" he asked.

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled. They
could guess that that extroordinary
title was applied to the Head.

" He's in his study now in the School
House,” said Harry,

“aAnd whieh is the School House
asked the horn-rimmed gentleman,
glaneing round at the ancient buildings
that almost closed in the quadrangle on
all sides. “Put me wize, sonny !

“T'lE show wyou the way!™ answered
the captain of the Remove.

And he led the stranger te the House,
and ealled Trotter. Trotter, the House
page, took the Amoriean gontleman's
card {o the Head, in his study. Farrey

Eienty of
they can't
He isn't

Wharton & Co. strolled in the gunad
ngain.
De. Locke was busy with Greek

papers [or the Sixth, when the visitor's
card was broucht in to him.

Ile glanced at it, and read “Mr. Cato
E. Hooger.” Under the name wns
written in pencil, © Em;_mrl;ant business.”

“¥ou may show him in, Trotter,”
said the Head.

Mr. Cato R. Hooger was shown into
tho study.

Had Billy Bunter been back at Grey-
friars, he would have been able ta tell
the Head that Mr. Hooger was better
knoewn by the name of Blick Flick—
though ns o matter of fact, the addition
of & moustache and & goatee beard made

Mr. Hooger look rather unlike Mr.
Fliek, Buot William George Bunter was
still safe in a locked room far away;

and it was not likely toe occur to the
Head that a member of the *bunech ™
would have the effrontery to walk into
Greyfriars in broad daylight and ask
for an interview.

The Head rather foared that he had
been caught by a commercial travellsr,
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who would {ry {fo =ell him a fype
writer or & calenlating machine or u
reaper and binder or an electrie
swecper. But ho rose to his feet very
courteously as the American was shown

in. Even a commercial traveller never
wore out the Head's old-fashioned
courtesy.

“Eh—Mr. Hooger,” said the Head,

g]ﬂ.m:inpi-' at the eard.

“NYouw've said it, sir ! sald the cailer.
“Dr. Locke, I guessi”

“Quite so. am afraid, sir, that I
oan re but a few minutes,™ said tho
Head politely.

“I pucss f won't  keep  vou long,

sir,” said Mr. Hooger. Ife glanced
round the study. votter Dbad drawn
the door shut when he left him there.
The window was high from the ground,
and partly econcealed hy curtaina. One
glance showed the visitor that there
was no danger of being ohserved from
outside the study.

“I puess I've called on business, sir ¥
he said.

“Prav be seated!™ said the Head.

But Mr., Hooger did not sit down.
There was & stvange glitter in his hight
grev oves as he fixed them on the Jlead.

“You'va zot a boy in this school
named Fish, =sir!”

Quite s0,” sald the Head. He gave
Mr. Hocger a puzzled ?Iancn over his
glasses. “1loes vour call refer to the
boy Fish??

“T'Il say it does, sir'™ answered Mr,
Hooger, with emphasis.  “Yep! T
gurelvy say it does, sir! T've called for
him.”

The Tead gave guite a jump.

“Youn—yon have called for Fish? he
ejrcuiated.

“You pet me, sir.”

“I—] do not think T quite under-
stand,” maid the Head, hewildered.
“1f woor have anthority from TFish's
parents to sea the bov. T can arvange
for you to sece him, if that is what you
mean.”

“You don’t  understand United
States sirt” osked Mr. Hooger. ¥ When
T eax I've ealled for him. T mean T've
called for him, I'm poing to take him
for a Little walk, sir.”

Y foar that I cannot allow anvihing

of the kind, Mr. Hooger,” said the
Hend. "The present circumstances are
peenliar. The hoy Fish is in danger of

being kidnapped by certain lawless per-
sanz—onoe of whom iz named MeCann.
Pa iz never allowed outside school
rates.”

“Sho ™ said Mre. Hooger.

“1f. however, woa  have written
authority from Fish’zs father, of
eonrse—" said the Head, hesitating.

T puess not, sir! But I gof better
aunthority than that ™

"Tndeed! To what do ven allude®™

#* Yozt this, sir!” =sawd Mr. Hoogor.

iz fab hand slid into his hin-nocket,
and came out again. with an anfomatie
in it. Pr. Locke fairly jumped.

Mr, Hooger lifted tho pistol, so that
the muzzle bore upon the startled and
emazcd headmaster.

Dr. Locke zat back suddenly in his
chair. He stared abt Mr. Hooger with
his mouth open, in his bewildered
amazemaent.

“Yeu don't want to get excited, sir,
or to reach out to that bell, nor yet to
the telephone,” said Mr. Haooger, in
gquite a easual tone.  “ For if you da,
etr, thia here scheol will want a noo
headmaster all of a sadden.  There's
geven little bullets in this Jittle pop-
gun, and I can sure place them EI.-H mn
the same spot in less'n that number of
second3. You wounldn’t make any groat
shakes of a headmiaster, sir, with seren

holes through tihe middle of your
cabeza! ¥You get mel”

The Head gasped.
“Blezs my soul *

And there was silence in the study.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up !
DFL LOCKE wondered whether he

was dreaming.
Hitting in his pleazant study,
ir the summer afternoon, with
a pile of Greek papers on his desk,
and the sound of boyish voices floating
irom the distance in at hiz window, it
seemed Incredible that he really was
looking at a loaded revolver in tha
hand of a desperate and ruthless crook,

Bl“t it was no dreem, It was terribly
razl,

For all his cool and easual manner,
Slick Flick's face was hard and ruth-
less, his eves glinted like steel; and the
atitornatic in his hand never wavered
ns it was aimed at the bewildered head-
master of Greyfriars,

him dumb-

Dr. Locke gazed
foumded.

Sinee the “bunch ® had got after
Fisher T. Fish, the Head had had some

at
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Ouwr  POCKET WALLETS
which we award for Greyfriars
Limenicks, are WELL WORTH
WINNING! See if you ecan
equal this effort which has been
sent in by |. L. Clifton, 10, Thayer
Stmct, nndu:rn, W.1.
A Greyirlars QGovernor named
Paopper;
Went out in a shining new
i tﬂl!'.lr.ll'l-" ] '

But a Tad with a bricl,
Knocked it off in a tick,
And the =shining headpiecs
caime a cropper !

Don't get downhearted if you
faill to win a prize ‘at the hrst
attempt, but try againl
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rather rude jolts. A breath of crime
from the uwnderworld had invaded and
tainted the scholastie calm of his exist-

ence, It was veally rather hard for him
to bolieve in the existence of such per-
sons as Barney McCaon; but he had

heen [orced to realize that they were
vory real.  He had heard MeCann's
voire on tha telephone more than once,
and only last night his Remove master
ha:d eracked IZarney’s head with =2
TORCT.

But all this had not prepared the
Head for actuzl contact with desperate
ereoks. o had read of “hold-ups ? in
the papers; but the idea of heing
“held up ™ by a man with & gun, in his
owr study at Greyfriars, would have
seemied fantastic 3f it ever had ocourved
to him. Tt never had! Aud now it
had happenead.

“ Bless my soul!” repeated the Head
fechly.

He gazed at the horn-rimmed man as
he might bave gazed at an escaped
tiger that had got into his study,

“Keep cool, bo!"™ s=a2id the horn-
rimmed man easily. " Thiz here gun
nin’t going off onless you give trﬂuﬁie.
Mow, I'm poing o put you wize, I'm
in this game with Barney:; I reckon
rou've heard my name helore, and so ¥
don't mind telling vou it's Flick! Slick
Flick they call me back in Noo Yark;
and T'll say I'm as slick as the neat

¥

guy, and & few over. Ii was Barnay's
iden to cinch that young gold-bug, Fish,
last night—and he a!ippeg up on it. I
guess Barney’s got & lump on his cabera
naw that you couldn’t put your hat on.
Some guy sold him a auckgulnger with
R poker or suthin’. Barney's sitting to
home and nursing his head. Waal, air,
this Tiere iz my I::ig] ides; and I guess
I'm getting by with it. I'm here for
youne Fishl You get mei”

“ Bless my soul " repeated the Hend,

He made & movement,

“If yon tateh that bell, sir, it'l] he the
fast thing you'll ever do on this side of
Jordan 1" gaid Mr. Flick.

The Head withdrew his hand rather
haati!g.

“That's better " agreced Mr, Fliok.
“Now let’s be sensible and talk busi-
ness, s1r! You've lost a boy—a fat guy
named Bunter. He was cinched in mis-
take for the gold-bug. I gucss wo're

storage, to keep

keeping him in col

hs mouth shut. But as soon as wo get
I"ialy you can have your Bunter hnﬁ;
he’s no earthly use to Barncy and meo.
Exchange no robbery, what?” Mr.
Shiek Fliek grinned.  “I'm hera for
Fish! Cateh that

“¥You —you--vou raseal!™ artioulated
the head. "Do you imagine, for one
moment, that you will be allowed to
take a Greyfrinrs hoy away from this
echool by viclenca "

Mr Flick nodded.

“That's jest what I was banking on,
bnb,” ha answersd. “My ideo iz that
yon're going to ring for Fish o ba sent
to_you. He'll ambla in here, and I'm
going to cinch him proper. You'ro
ﬁ?m te tell him to walk with me.

anl, we walk out togother, and that's
all. Simple as falling off a ten-storey
roof. ¥You get met

The Head drew a deep breath. He
was still in a state of amazement; but
ira was recovering himself by this time.

Hia glance was fixed on Mr, Flick
with cold contempt,

Mr Flick, no doubt, had had plenty
of experience in the hold-up line, on the
other side of the ocean. };Tﬂ was used
to sceing “guys* jump to orders when
& gun waa trained on them. DBank
cashiers had handed out bags: of money
under the persuazion of Mr, Flick's
avtomatio with his inger on the trigger,
and his cold, steely eves gleaming
through his horn-rimmed glasses,

Obvicusly, he had not the slightest
¢xpectation of resistance from this
scheolmaster—a man  of peace and
sedenta:y lifa. Indeed, he was rather
surprised that the schoolmaster was not
crguching 1o his chair and trembling
with fear. But he anticipated po
trouble from him=none whatever. Tha
schoolmaster was unarmed; and pro-
bably would not have known how to use
a weapon had ho been armed. It was
“pia ¥ %o Blick Flick. All that was
needed tor such a raid wes nerve: and
Slick Flick had carried ocut much more
desperate raids in his fime.

But slick-as ha was, Mr. Flick was
whelly mistaken in his estimate of the
schoolmaster,

Bank cashiers and railway conductors
had jnmped to orders under Mr. Flick's
autornatic. But the Head of Greyfriavs
wonld not have iumlged to orders under
‘n  battery of machine-guns. In the
slender framoe of the silver-heived old
gentleman was a ealm and wnbending
sourage that a man like BSlick Flieck
could not suspect or understand.

Ha waited for the Hoead's reply: but
Dr. Locke did not speak. e sat very
upright, his eyes fixed on tha male.
factor: his glance expressing only cold
SCOT .
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*1 guese you ain't deafi™ said Mr.
Flick, rather perplexed. “ You hear me
toot, I reckon? @'ve mapped out your
game for you. You playing up?

“] scarcely believe that you can be in
earnest, sir!” seid the Head, with icy
contempt. “Ceortainly I shall do nothing
of the kind.” :

“Var ain't sending for Fish?” asked
Mr, Flick, his eyes glittering through
hiz horn.rimmed spectacles.

“ Certainly not.”

“You air't ordering him to walk out
with me?"

“ Mozt assuredly not.™

“You're tired of life, are you, my
buck?” asked the crook, with deadly
menace tn lonk and tone. " You figure
thet you can play this on me? You
reckon that your schoolboye and school-
masters van give me any trouble? Why,
dog-gone you, as soon as not, I'd wade
in and clean up the whole caboodle. 1
guass if 1 get loose with this gun, there
ain’t anvbody in this outfit that will

me."
he Head'a lip curled.

“JT doubt whether you will venturo to
indulge in reckless bloodshed on tha
side of the Atlantic,” he szid coldly.
“You are not in the United States now
and we have & very different way o
dealing with malefactors in this
country. You cannot inspire me with
fear, sir, by the display of & lethal

iy
wegpon. _

“day, you've surs spilled a mouth-
ful I" snid Flick.

“ And you must have & very strange
idea of an English schoolmaster,” added
the Head conitemptuously, "if you
imagine for one moment that you can
indpce me to place in your lawless
hands a boy for whom | am responsible
to his parents.” i

Mr. Flick stared at him.

“¥on sure do chew the rag a whole
lot " he said.

He came s little nearer, and the
muzzle of the automatic locked Dr.
Locke in the face, only a yard distant.
Over it the eyea of the crook gleamed
menacingly through the horn-rimmed

lasses. Not & quiver showed in_ the
Eea.dmaster‘a calm face. It was white,
but ateady.

“3ay you've got a nerve for & sehool-
master guy!” said Flick, with reluctant
sdmiration. “I guess you're the first
galoat that's ever looked at this gun
like it was a peashooter!” ;g

The 1ecad made no rejoinder.
Whether the ruffian was blufiing, or
whether death stared him in the face,
the Head could not tell. In either case,
bis resolution was fixed,

“] puess,” said Blick Flick, slowly
and menacingly, “T'm going to count
threel If you ain't played up when
T've munbeg three this schoal will want
& D00 headma.atuﬁ; ! ;{I]nad—--”

No sign from the Hend. ;

"Twngtl;l" hicsed Flick “T]r"us gun

en off at thros, dog-gone you !”
g'ﬂI'E'IZ'J.'m *suffian’s eyes blazed over tha
A slight quiver ran through
the Head, But be did uot speak or
move. The silence in the study was
tense, as the lips of the desperado
moved to utter the word “three.”

automatic.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bowled and Caught ]

HIZZZZE !
W Bump ! :
Harry Wharton wos coming

downstairs in rather a hurry.
Whenever a junior was coming down-
stairs in & hurry, the broad, smooth
pak banister tempted him.
Tug Macner Liseapy.—No. 1,163,

It was 8 solid banister, of ancient
black oak, worn smoother and smoother
by gencrations of schoolboys who ha
slid down it.

It was very tempting, Nevertheless,
it was a dangerous practice to slide
down that long, ecurving banster,
especially in a sitting position; to jum
off at the bottom. And it was strictly
forbidden. Harry Wharton, as head
boy of his Form, certainly ought to
have known better. But even model
head boys are only human,

Wharton had cut in to fetch a ericket-
ball from his study. There was time to
knock the ball about a little while be-
fore tea, and his friends were waiting
for him outside the House. Whagton
had gone up the stairs two at a time,
bagged the ball out of Study No. I,
and was comin back. And the
banisters tempted ﬁlim-—and he fell.

IHe fell—literally !

For, just as he resched the lowest
curve, sitting on the banisters and
swooping down, Mr, Quelch appeared in
the offing.

It was very unfortunate.

Mr, Quelch glared up at the junior
swooping down towards him, His
glare was wrathful.

It cramped Wharton's style, so to

speak. Instead of shooting down te tha H

¢nd of the banister and jumping nesatly
off the end, as ho would otherwise have
done, Wharton tried to stop. But it
was quite impossible to stop. He shot
onward irresistibly, and the only result

ﬂf_ his effort to check himself in
mid-career was that he tumbled
clumsily off the end, and sprawled.

And the cricket-ball he wae earrying in
his hand naturally flew from him, and
as Mr. Quelch was standing in the way,
1t naturally bumped on the Remove
muaster,

"Oh!" ejaculated Mr. Quelch,

A bang on the knee from a ericket-
ball was neither grateful nor comfort-

ing. The ball dropped st Mr. Quelch’s
fect, and lay there. Wharton also lay
there, sprawling, bumped, &and
breathless.

hLMr- Quelch’s gimlet oye transfized
im.

“Wharten 1 he rumbled.

“0Oh! ¥es, sir!™ gasped Harey.

“Are you hurt?”

“N-n-not much, eir! A—a little.”

“You deserve it, Wharton "

“Oh!  Yes, sic!” Wharton stag:-
gered to his feet,

“You might have broken bones!”
sald Mr. Quelch., "1 have been struck
by the cricketi-ball you dropped,
Wharton !I”

“T—I'm so sorry, sir!™

“No doubt 1" said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“Wharton, you are head boy of my
Farm.”

“Yea sir!"

“You are bound to set an example of
good order, of obedience to the rules
to the other boys in the Remove”

Wharton suppressed a groan. He
knew that he was “for it,” and he
wished that Mr, Quelch would eut it
shart,

“You are aware that it is strictly for-
bidden for hovs to slide deown the
banistors, Wharton "

“Yo-pepz, sir,” stammered Harry.
“I—T was in o hurry, sir”

“Do vou mean to imply that when
vou are in o hurry, vou feel yourself
at Tiherty to disregard the rules of the
Honsze *"

“0h! No, sir!”

“Then what do vou mean?” snapped
Mr. Quolch. .

“N-n-nothing, sir!” ]

*1 have received a painful blow|”

d fall, Wharton.
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said Mr. Quelch. “8till mors serious,
you might have injured yourself by this
1f you were any other
but the head boy, Wharton, I should
cana you for this reckless and fagrant
dereliction of diseipline,” .

Wharton brightened a little. If this
meant that he was let off the caning he
was rather glad that he was heag of
the Removo.

“As you are head boy, Wharton, I
shall not cane you."

“T-t-thank you, sir "

“1 shall eend you to the Head !

“Oh!” The brightness faded out of
the junior's countenance. Quelchy was
coming down heavy. No doubt the
pain in his knee had an exasperating

cffect on Quelchy, as well as the reck-

less  end fagrant dereliction of
discipline.
“Tako up that ericket-ball, Wharton.”
Wharton picked up the ball,

“Go to the Head's study immedi-
ately,” said Mr. Quelch seversly, “and
give him this message—that you are
sent to him for a flagrant disregard of
the rules of the Houss, which has led
to an injury being inflicted on wour
thrﬁx}hmqst?z l"asped Wh

sic [V p arton,
"Go ! said Mr. Quelch.
“ But—b-b-but, sir—"
arry, in dismay.
“You have heard me, Whearton! Go
at once I

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a roar
from the doorway, as Bob ﬂhErr]y
locked in, “Are you going to be all
miht getting  that  ball, Wharton?
¥here are you, fathead?™

“Cherry IV

“Oh lor'! I—I mean, T didn't seas
you, sir ! gasped Bob.

“You are perfectly well aware,
Cherry. that juniors are not allowed to
bawl into the Housze in that manner!™

“Oh, yes, sir!” mumbled Bob,

Quelchy was not in 2 good temper
that day. It was cloar that his elderly
bones had not yet recovered from the
bumping and thumping in the Remeve
dormitory the previous night. Quelchy
was still feeling very shaken, and his
'l'r?l'!lpﬂl', perhaps, tho most shaken of
i

stammeoered

“You will take » hundred lines,
Cherry I

“Very well, sir!” gaid Bob maekly,

“¥You, Wharton, will go fo the
Head's study at once.”

“*Yery woll, sir”

Mr. Queleh whisked away. The two
juniors e¢xchanged s half-comical, halt-
}orinrn glance, and Wharton started
for the Head"s study. DBob Cherry re-
joined his chums in the quad, to warn
them in cautious tones to give Quelchy
a wido berth, because the old scout was
in o rare bait.

With slow and reluctant steps, Harry
Wharton went down the corridor to the
Hend's door. It waa quite truc that L
was to blame:; but sending him to the
Head was an unusually severs punish.
ment, and certainly would not have
happened, but for that unhappy mis-
take in the Remove dormitory the night
before. Unti! Mr. Quelch recovered
fully from that wild and whirling ox-
perience, it beboved the Remove to
walk warily.

Harry Wharton reached the Ilead’s
study, and was about to tap, when he
remembered that the Head had a visitor
there—it was only a thort time sinco
Trotter had shown in the horn-rimmed
gentleman.

He hesitated.

But Mr. Quelch’s order had been
explicit—he had to go in to the Head
at once, visitor or no visitor, He coule
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only hope that the presence of a
stranger within the gates would causze
theé Head to lay it cn a lLittle more
Lizrhtly. ) )

He raised his hand to tap—his lelt
hend—the offending ericket-ball being
still in his right. He tapped, opencd
the door, and stepped in,

The next instant he wondered whether
he wos in a dream. Tho Head was
gitting in s chair, and the hern-timmed
man was bending over him, with a
pistol levelled at his face.  Wharton
doubted the evidenea of his eyes for a
gacond. .

Hlick TFlick turned his head, with an
asath. Tho automatie, which had been
threatening the headmaster, whirled
round towarda the junicr, Flick's eyes
burned over it through the horn-rimmed
glasses,

“Bilenca !™ he snarled,
the room—I'Il blow your i
you call out a word! Come in!
tho door

The Head found his voice,

“Obey, Wharton! You must not im-
peril your life 1™

Wharton dazedly shut the study door
and turned again fowards the crook.
Hig right hand was bchind him now,
gripping the cricket-bull almiost con-
vulsively.,

“Stand against that wall, bab ™ said
the crock, indicating with the revolver,
“And not a sound ™

“Ta so, Wharton,’ the Head
faintly.

Fearless for himself, the Head was
terribly alarmed for the schoolbow, in
the presence of an armed and dezperate
crook.

Wharton backed to the wall, his right
hane still behind him. His heart was
beating fzet, but his head was prefectly
coal.

TFlick glared at Lim throough the horn-
rimnmed glasses,

“You young Fish?" he asked.

“No; I'm Wharton,”

*5tand where you are, then, and kee
in mind that if you give ono yaup i‘ﬁ
blow wour brains over tha: wall like
plaster

" Comma ioto
beaina out if
Shut

' el

And Flick turned back to the hoad-
naatar,

Az he did so Wharton’s arm jerked
forward.

Never had he bowled more surely at
the wickets; thovgh now, at such a
close range, he could scarcely have
missed.

Crack !

The ecricket-ball, whizzing with almost
the force of o bullet, crashed on the sido
of the prock’s head and struel him like
a blow from a hammer.

Slick Tlick gave ane startled and
anguished velp as he crashed headlong
over, half-stunned by  that crashing
blow, The automatic Hew from his hand
as he epun, knocking over a chair as he
fell. With a leap Harry Wharton
bounded forward, snatched wup the
pistol, and tossed it out of the window.
The next instant he was on the sprawl-
ing crook, landing on him with both
feet ns Fliek strove dazedly to rise.

Blick Flick sprawled again, gasping
and gurgling,

“Help 1" roared Wharton.

The Head was on his feot now, ring-
ing the bell wiclentlv. He tore open
the study door and shouted:

113 HE‘JP I:Ir

Slick Flick, dazed and dizzy, grazped
Wharton, and the junior struggled with
him dezperately.

Had the despernda still possessed the
automatic, undoubtedly he would have
used it then. But his weapon was gone,
and with hig head reeling from a stun-
ning blow ke was no more than a mateh
for the strong and sturdy schoolboy.

They rolled on the floor of the Hoad’s
study, struggling ficrcely; but it was

As Wharton tumbled off the end of the
bankster the cricket-ball he was hal
flew from his hand and smote Mr. Quele
oh the knee.

“Ow ! ejaculated the
Remove Form master.

for a few moments that Wharton

onl
had to deal with the ruffian unaided.

There was a rush of feet in tho
corridor, the study was crowded, and
hands grasped at Sliok Flick on all sides.
Still resisting savagely, the crook was
overwhelmed by numbers and made a
prisoner, .

Barney MeCann had lest ono of his
buneh |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Now or Never [
BILL‘E‘ BUNTER moved rostlessly

about the locked room in the

lonely house, and shivered at the

sound of angry voices from
beyond the locked door,

Another day had passed for the kid-
napped Owl; another night was draw-
in% near,

unter was in a dismal mood.

He had been treated well, very well
indecd, on first falling into the handa
of the bunch, in the belief that he was
the millionaire’s son, and worth a2 small
fortune to them. DBut since they had
learned that he was not the * geld-bug,"”
as they called Fisher T, Fish, the kid-
nappers had not treated him so well,
and hiz attempt at escape had, so to
speak, put the lid on. He had seen
none of them since except Mike; and
Mike glared at him savagely “when he
brought hia mecals in, and uttered no
word except by way of a threat.

And the meals were not what they
nad been at first. The gold-bug the
kidnappera would have fﬂg gonerously,
but canned heef and such dreadful stuft

Tre Maigxer Lierary.—No, 1,163,
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was considerad
And even of
much. .

Bunter, in fact, wns nothing but an
snnoyance and an irritation to the
bunch. They had cinched him by mis.
take ; they did not want him; and they
only kept him = prisoner to keep his
mouth shut, In such circumstances they
wera not likely te be ceremonious in
doaling with the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter's terrors grow hourly.

Now, a3 he moved restlessly mbout,
unable to rest, he could hear voices
speaking in the hall cutside his room,
%i the voices were angry and exeited.

: bunch seemed anxicus, Bunter
thought, and worried about something.
He gid not ecare what it was so long as
their irritation did not turn on him.

But it might! Mike's thrests had
almost curdled his blood, and be was
in a state of incessant trepidation. His
fat thoughta ran continually on escape.
But unless his ventrilogquism could help
him ount, thers was no escape for him.
He stopped at last by the door, snd put

is fat car to the keyhole, to learn what

was the kidnappers wera discussing,

Berney M n was moving about the
hall with restless strides. Mike had not
heard his voice since the morning.

Ghvir:msir, MeCann was in an uneasy
and troubled mood, not wholly caused
by the painful bump on his head.

“More'n time he was back,” Dunter
heard him say—"more’'n time! He
should have n back long ago!
Suthin's up.” _ .

*5lick’s a slick man!” said Mike,

]r[cC}n'n uttered an oath. .

“This here dop-goned country is
different from the Btates,™ he grunted.
“Holdupa i3 a different game here.

od enough for Bunter,
t there was not too

Blick was dead set on trying it on—
but I ain"t banking on it.”

“1 guess it's a olnch, sorr!” said
ﬂinngg; ‘“What'll the schoolmaster do
wid Slick’s gun staring him in the face?
T'll bet it's the fust time he ever looked
at & gun. I bhe don't faint 1 guess
he'll jump to do what Slick tells him.”

“That's what Slick allowed,” satd
McCann, “and I ollow it ought to
work.”

“1 puesgs Slick’s ﬁt}t them like a flock
of sheep,” said Mike confidently.
“Yep! But why ain’t he back?”
growled MecCann, “II he's pulled it
off, why ain’t he back with the gold-

bug £
'SP'r’aps trouble wid the car, sorr—"
"“CGuff I grunted MceCann. “ He wené

in the hittle Auvstin and nothing's gone
awry with that car—it's not thatl I'm
telling you, Mike, Slick has slipped up
on it somehow. This hold-up {gu.rm} ain't
ood medicine on this side of the pond.

let Slick have his way, but 1 never
was banking on his getting by with it;
and now it looks as if he's fooled it
sooiehow,”

MeCann moved restlessly about.
. “0Oh! My cabezal” he groaned, press-
ing both hands to his head. “Bay, I
got hold of one sockdolager last night!
I guess the guc{ that slugged me must
have been handling a poker or suthin’.
I'll say he nearly cracked my think-
box! Owl”

Thers was a string of oatha.

“This here game don™t work accord-
ing to schedule in this darned
ecountry,” he went on, *I puess mebbe
wo made a mistake in coming over here,
Loock how easy we cinched E’te Googen-
goomer kid in Noo Yark] And look at
rll the trouble we'ra having with this
kid Fish!”

_He flung himself into the rocker, and
lighted a cigar.
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"Oh erikey!" murmured Bunter, to
bimaealf.

Heo knew where Flick was now, evi-
dently carrying out & raid on Greyfriars
thx& a gun, in the approved American
By le,

Bunter wondered what was hadppening
at the school. In theory, no doubt, a
desperate man with a gun should have
bean able to carry all befors him, it a
place where thers were no deadl
weapons, and no thought of using sue
things. But theory and practice did not
always coincide. Bunter did not believe
that the hold-up man would “get by,"
83 McCann expressed it, with such a
raid, And Slick’s failure to return cer-
tainly locked as if he bhad not got by
with it.

MeCann smoked in angry silence for
some time. Then Dunter geard his veice
again.

“Hay, Mike, get the Napicr rcady for
mo! If Blick ain’t back by seven, I
guess I'm 1gmmg to mosey around and
see what’s happened to him.”

" ¥is, sore!l”’

Bunter heard the red-headed man
moving away. McCanon sat and smoked,
ocoasionally muttering a curse. Between
anxiety for his confederate, and the ache
tn his bruised bead, the chief of the
bunch was in & far from amiable
tomper.

Billy Bunter stepped back from the

door.
It was ot far from seven o'clock now,
and MeCann would soon be pons. Then
ho would be alono in the house again
with Mike.

Billy Bunter bud been thinking it out
all day. His fat brain had evolved =
hittla scheme, though he had not ven-
tured to try it on so long oz MoCann
was in the house,

He heard MoCann leave the hall at
last, and concluded that he had gone
out to the car. Then Bunter got busy

He stepped to the bed, and with the
help of a rug, a coat, and some other

articles, made up a d’ummy sleeper in
the bed.

Over it he carcfully placed the blan-
%ets, and blinked at his handiwork, and
was satished with it

Anyone entering the room, and glane
ing round w{suig naturally have sup-
posed, if fm did not see DBunter there,
that the fat junior had gone to bed.

Bunter'a idea was to stand behind the
door, 5o that it would coenceal him whon
it opened, when Mike brought his
gupper in, That was about seven o'clock;
hitherto, so MeCann's departure was
well-timed to leave the const clear for
Bunter,

Not sceing Bunter, and sceing a
sleeper’s form in the bed, it was pro-
balde that Mike would come into the
room to place his tray on the table, his
bock, naturally, to the door.

Then Bunter would slip out.

Bunter had thought it over and over
all day, and the scheme seemed a good
one, the only difficulty being Lhat it re-
guired soine nerve o carry it out, and
Bunter was not greatly giffed with
nerve,

But thedread of what might happen
to him if he remained in the handa of
the bunech, spurred Dunter on. He had
screwed up his courage to the sticking-
point, and ho was going to try it on.

When kis woteh told him that it was
n quarter past seven, he heard Mike
moving in the hall. A peep through the
kevhole showed him the big, red-headed
man, with a small tray in his right
hand.

Bunter drew a deep, quivering breath.

For a moment his fat hcart misgavo
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him, But he tock a grip on himself, as
It wera.

It wea naw or neverl

Mike ?lpprmmhed_ the locked door,
Bunter fHattened himself against
wall behind it.

The key turned—and was drawn out
of the lock. Mike was not taking any
chances of being locked in the room
agoin.

The door opened.

; Thfahlg, heavy-footed man clumped
in, glaneing round the room for Bunter
a3 he came.

His glance rested on the bed.

“Bay, you gone to bed, you fat gink?”
growled Mike, as he slammed the tray
on the table,

Bunter's fat heart thumped.

He had caleulated on whipping out of
the room and turning the key on Mike,
as he had done before. But the key was
in Mike's hand now.

“Bay, you getting up lor your eats
growled Mike, staring towards the figure
1n the bed.

Snore !

It was an inspiration of the Greyiriars
ventriloguist.

That rumbling snore from the

direction of the bed was convineing.
Mike's back was to Bunter, as he stood
by the table staring across at the bed
in the corner,

The fat junior tiptoed from behind
the door, and tiptoed through the door-
WAY.

In a second he was outside the room.,

“Bay, you sure can sleep some, you fat

eck |” said Mike. "I guess your eats is

ore, if you want it. Please yourself,
you pesky clam.”

Mike turned to the door again, leav-
ing the tray on the table.

Bunter, with his heart thumping
wildly, was tiptoeing down the passage
to the kitchen quarters,

He hardly breathed, his heart heat in
great throbs, but he kept on swiftly and
silently.

Behind him, he heard the sound of a
closing door and a turning key,

Mike had come out of the room, and

locked the door behind him. nothing

doubting that he had locked Bunter in
E.gﬂ.lﬂ.

Had he returned immediately to the
kitchen, Dunter might yet have been
discovered. But Mike stopped in the hall
to light his pipe.

Bunter's fat hand was on the latch
of the Litchen door.

Silently he opened it, slipped out, and
closed and Iutcll?mcl the door behind him.

He was freel

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Anpther Lift for Bunfer !
BIL&:Y BUNTER blinked round

1In,
Near tho back door was a belt
of shrubbery, snd Bunter
promptly placed i1t between himself and
{the house.

The grounds that surrounded the
lonely building were glowing in the light
of the gummoer sunset, Exeept for the
tall poplars that lined the distant fence,
there were Tew trees, and the whole wide
space was commanded by the windows.

Nunter remained for several minutes
in tho cover of the laurels, breathing in
gaspa.

He was outside the house now, and
Miko evidently believed that he was still
safely locked im his room. His weird
ventriloquism had saved him—so far!
Dut in the broaed deylight, a glance from
the kitohen window would reveal him, if

e — b R
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GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES!

the | This week the MAGNET rhymester telis
& few home truths about Fisher T. Fish,
the guy from *“Noo Yark.,”

i
E legs 1" .
Waz Fisher’'s first bright
greeting. -
He thought them merely soft-boiled
Sges 7
These ichaps that came to mect him.

This noble son of old Noo Yark
Was full of pep and bustle,

But soon he léarnt the way to walk—
In fact, they made him hustle ]

But Fish was not at all dismayed,
His skin's as tough as lino |

The ;i;raa.t.ash swank he soon displayed—
He's thick-skinned as a rhino.

He bousted he was “champ ™ at sport,
Nor cared he one iota

YWhen at his bragging he was caught—
Ha couldn’t hox a bloater—

Nor kick a goal, nor catch a ball—
In faet, he was a muffer.

He couldn’t do a thing at all,
Ho was the Perfect Duffer.

But Fishy's brain 13 keen and strong
At onything he fancies;

It didn't take the “cute guy™ long
To turn to high finances.

He “eornered ¥ tuck, and lent out

“dongh,™

And other forms of swindling.

But still he couldn’t make a “go,”
And scon his stecks were dwindling.

He found the raw “slapsided juys™
Were not to be bamboozled :

And thus it was, in many ways,
That he himself was foozled.

He's optimistic to the bone,
And simply lives for dollars;

To lose a ha.'penna,' of his own,
Briugs forth the loudest hollers.
He's full of what he's going to do
When roused to angry feeling:
He'll simply make of each of you

A mere potato peeling!

The truth makes all Greyfriars smile
At what they just delight in:
They know young Fish would run a
mile
To dodge the chance of fighting.
But Uncle Bam has sent him here,
So give the chap a toasting,
And raise a very hearly cheer

To drown young Fishy’s boasting )

GUESS I'll walk you off your

Mike was thers, and Bunier had no
hope of winning a foot race against the
red-headed mon. And the sound of =
clatter from the kitchen told him thad
Mike was there now, probably getiing
his own supper. Bunter reslised that
he dared not seud scrosa the grounds,
at the risk of Mike's eye falling om
him from the window.

But as Mike wans at the hpek of the
houze, the const was clear in the fromt,
Bunter moved at last, He dropped on
his fat hands and kneecs, and crept along
the shrubbery to the corner of huild-

10,

%IEF-B he was out of sight of the back
windows. He rose to his feet, and crept
along the side of the house.

At a ghort distanes {rom the house,
on this side, stood the garage, a de-
tached building of corrugated 1ron. The
door of the garage was wide open, and
Bunter was passing it, when all of &
sudden the sound of footsteps grinding
on gravel startled his ears

stopped.

Mike, he knew, was in the kitchen of
the house. McCann had said that he
was going ot seven, and Bunter had
taken it for granted that he was gone,
But somebody, evidently, was pacing on
the gravel drive in the front of tha
housg,

. Bunter's fat beart gave a sickening
jump,

A few more steps, and he would have
passed the corner of the building, and
revealed himzelf to the unknown person
who was pnﬁin%ht!m gravel. Fortunately
he had heard the footsteps in time, and
stopped.

“‘Ok lor'{” gasped Bunter,

Ho stood guaking.

Somebody was there! Either McCann
had not gone yet, or there was another
member of the bunch whom Buntor had
not yet secn,

Iilly Bunter supEa-m&ad a4 groan.,

He {md been lucky so far—amazingly
lucky. But it looked as if his luck had
failed lim now.

1f that beast who was pacing in front
of the house looked round the corner,
it—

Af that thought Bunter backed into
the open doorway of the garage.

Az soon as he was within the corru-

ated iron building he hadﬁrmf that

IeCann was not vet gone. g Napler
saloon car stood there.

“ Oh erikey |" murmured Bunter,

The perspivation was thick on his fak
Lrow.

MeCann was at the front of the house,
Mike at the back: in either direction
Bunter could not seuttle without the
risk—or, rather, the cortainty—of being
spotted. The fenee at the side of the
enclosure was & good thirty yards away,
and 1t was unpossibla to reach it
without appearing in view of the man
on the gravel drive. DBunter had no
chance whatever in a race,

He blinked round the garape for a
hiding-place.

If he could hide till McCann was gone
| the coast would be clear. But there was
no hiding-place,

The interior of the building was bare,

“0Oh crikey 1¥ groancd Bunter.

He blinked from the deorway. To
ereep back o the laurels and hide there
till he heard the car go waz his idea
oW,

But it was too late. Tho {ootsteps on
the gravel drive wera approaching the
corner of the house. Bunter could hear
them ecoming nearer.

ITe backed into the garage agsin,
blinking round him wildly. McCann at

last had apparently made wp his mind
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to start; certainly ho was coming to-
wards the garage. If he was coming
for the car, Bunter's number was up.
The moment he entered he would see
the wretched Owl.
Bunter groancd.
There was nothin
would hide a rablnt,

upl

DBLH:: Billy Bunter's fat brain was
working at full pressure now. The case
was desperato. .

Discovery was st hand, and in that
terrible moment Bunter had another in-
spiration. There was no place of con-
cealment 1n the garage—but there was
the car!

in the garage that
The game was

Bunter fairly jumped to the car,

opened the deor, and slid inside, shut-
ting the door after him,

There was & wild hops in his podgy
breast that, by crouching low in the
interior of the car, he might escape
obzervation. And then fortune, that
had persecuted the Owl of the Remove,
favoured him once more. On the fioor
of the car lay the great rug in which
Bunter had been rolled when the
“bunch * carried him off,

Bunter wriggled_ under the rug.

He squashed himself as flat as he
could on the Hoor of the car, with the
Tug over him,

hen he lay still,

A minnto passcd—Ilike a century to
Bunter. Then he heard footsteps in the
garage.

The footsteps approached tho car.

Bunter's fat heart seemed to miss a
heat, Thero wasz a brushing sound as
of someone leaning on the car. Bunter
heard a match seratch. The strong scent
of a cigor pencirated even the thick
folds of the rug that enveloped him.
MceCann wns leaning on the car and
amoking, not three fect from the hapless

wl.
Bunter eould have groaned aloud, but

he dared moke no sound. He Jay
still, hardly venturing to breathe.
- How long o time passed never

knew. It scemed like centuries, if not
dozens of them. A sound of volees
came to his ears at last. Mike had come
from the house, apparently.

“¥ou're going, sorri”

Bunter heard MeCann’s voice rap out
an oath. )
“I guess so. Buthin's happened to

Blick. That's a cert now, He's slipped
up on it, dog-gone him! I got to anr:’:'
out what's happened, and help him 1f
can, Duf—"

McCann broke off, with another oath.

He wes evidently in a troubled and
uncertain frame of mind, sorely per-
plexad by the situation.

I gucss I better go,” he said at last,
“1 got to know what's happened to
Slick. I jost got to know.”

Bumter heard the front door of tho
car open and MeCann step in. He
dropped into the driving-seat, with a
grunt.

“Keep tabs cn that fat geck, Mike 1
bhe rapped out.

Bunter's heart stood still sgain, For
ono dreadfu!l moment he fancied that
Mellann knew that he was in the car,

‘f"E_'js, sorr,” amswered Clancy. *“Ie's
safe.

“Jf he gets loose again, Mike, you
watch out, for I'll sure beat you up
more'n a few 1" growled McCann.

“"He's sure aafe locked in, =sorr, and I
lift him fast aslape,” said Mike; “and
by the same token, the door ain't going
to be unlocked agin. ¥You don't want
to worry none about that fat pgeck,
]m-n

*“Git
McCann,
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the pgate open!” grunted

Tho heavy-fooled Dlike swio@e AWAY.

The whir of the engine filled the
garage with sound. Billy Bunter was

lad of it; he was afraid that even his

reathing under the thick, heavy rug
might reach the ears of the man in the
driver's seaf.

He wondored fearfully whether
MceCann had looked inte the interior
of the car. But if he had, only the
big, rumpled rug was there to meet his
eves;: he could scarcely have a suspicion
that anybody was hidden under the rug.
The car got into motion.

Bunter felt a thrill.

It was to hide from discovery that

he had erawled under the heavy folds.

of the travelling-rug that lay in the
car. Nothing further had entered. his
fat mind at the moment Now it
dawned upon him that, to get out of
the kidnappers’ den, all he had to do
was to lie still. The car backed out of
the garagé. Bunter heard the grinding
of the tyres en the gravel. The Napier
saloon ran lightly down the drive to the
gate, which Mike was holding open.

The car glided ouf, and the gale
elanged behind. :

Bunter gasped with suppressed cxcite-
monk,

Flo wa: feeling eramped, breathless,
suffocated, but he did not venture to
streteh one fat limb. Jf DleCann dis-
covered him in the car—

Hiz blood mlmost ren eold atb ihe
thought. BMike's savage threats came
back to his mind; the bitter, evil ex.

reszion of MeCann'a face haunted him.

f ho was discovered he felt that he
wouild have reason to wish himself safe
back m the locked room.

Yeb, close as he was to the desporate
man whe had kidnapped him, Bunter
was really in little danger, MceCann dic
not look over his shoulder onece—he had
no reason fo do so. Ho was deiving at
a great speed, now that he had finally
made vp his doubiful mind to start, as
if his restlessness found rclief in cover-
ing the ground rapidly. And his
thoughts, spo far as they were not on
driving, were on 8lick Flick and the
almost certainty that some disaster had
overtaken his confedernte.

It was impossible for Bunter to sce
where he was going, to catch even the
remotest glimpse of his serroundings.
He was only too thankful not to
zlimpsed himself.

But ho knew one thing, at least, from
the talk of the crooks—Barney MeCann
was driving to Greyiriors. Slick Flick
was there, and McCann wanted to know
what had happened to him,

On and on and on the car raoced.

Bunter had no menns of telling how
many milos it covered, but he felt sure
that the car had covered fifty or sixty
when at last it came to a halt.

He listened intently, as the throbbing
of the engine ceased. He heard
MeCann descend from the car, and then
there was silence.

If hoe looked in the car—under the
rug—hbut why should he? It was not
likelv; but Bunter lay in a perspiration
of unensiness,

Minute after minute—and silence!

Slowly and cautiously, Bunter rolled
the big rug aside, and rose to hiz knecs.

Tall trees loomed over the car. It
had been boacked inte a narrow, shady
lane. Dark ms it was, that deep lane,
with its line of {all, branching oaks.
was familiar to Dunter's eves. It
bordered Courtfield Common, leading
from the main road to Popper Court,
by the river,

Bunter's henrt thumped.

He grasped ihe handle, and threw the
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door open. A moment more, and he
had ecrambled out of the car.

The noxt moment hea regretted that
he had nobt waited longer. There was
a red spot in the gloom, about three
vards away., DBarney McCann was
eaning against a tree there, smoking
one of his incessant cigars—doubtleas
ruminating on the steps he should take
to szcertain the fate of Mr. Flick, Just
ns Bunter spotted the crimson end of
the cigar, the crook spotted Bunter.

In his nmazement, the cigar dropped
from his mouth.

“Thundert™

Bunter heard his startled exelamation,

Heo did not wait to hear more.
With & velp of terror, Bunter made &
wild leap for the readside, and bolted

noross the dark common. Like =
frightened rabbit, he vanished into the
night.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise !
g pHARTON [
3 e g “Yes, sir!”

“You will go to the
Head's study.””

“h, very well, sir?”

Mr. Quelch turned away; and Harry
Wharton looked at hiz chums, and they
looked st him. Wharion cast a rather
expressive glance alter his Form master,
and locked at the Co. again.

“Rotten!” he remarked.

“The rottenfulness iz terrific!” gaid
Hilurm Jomset Ilam Singh sympathetie
il -
’?rDa.sh it all, that's rather thick,
after what you've dene, old man!” snid
Boly Cherry indignantiy,

“Well, I suppose biffing that fellow
with the cricket ball doesn't alter the
fact that I had biffed Quelchy witk
it 1" remarked the ceplain of the Re-
move, “Quelehy’s gtill feeling sore—he
didn't enjoy that rag in the dormitory
lazt night o little bip™

“All the same——"" said Nugent.

“Can’t be helped!” said Wharton, as
philosophically as he could; and he
started for the Head's study.

After the capture of Mr, Blick Flick,
the Head, of course, had been too
busily occupied to deal with an offend-
ing junior. Indeed, he was unaware
of the reason that had brought
Wharton to his study so nppnrtunaﬁ'

In the excitement that had followed,
Wharton had judiciously faded away,
a3 it were; and he had nourished a
hopa that in the general ezcitement he
would be forgotten. He had gone to
the Head's study, 83 commanded: but
ha did not consider that he was bound
to go & second time without receiving
fresh instructions so to do.

The excitement in the school had
Leen intense. Slick Flick, overpowered
by numbers, hiz hands bound together
with dusters, had been lockéd in &
room, while the Head telephoned to
the police station at Courtfield,

Inspector Grimes had come over aos
fast as o fast car would carry him, to
find the school thrilline with the sensa.
tion of the *hold-up”

All Greyfriars had %ﬂt-h&r&d to soe
Flick—with the handeufiz on his wrists
now==driven away in the car, with the
inspector sitting on one side of him
and a constable on the other.

After which, the whole school dis-
cussed the anmazing happening till they
wera quite breathless.

The Famous Five were disoussin
among others, when Mr. Quelch

it,
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down on them and ordered Wharton io
E}hm Head's study., With reluctant steps
s captain of the Remove approached
that dreaded apartment, Really, in
the circumstances, he felt that %mh:h
might have lot the matter drop, Good.
ness only knew what would have
hngpmed to the Head, had not
Wharton bowled the crook so neatly.
Whearton, without being dizposed
b of his performance, could not hel
faalin that he had fairly earned his

pardon for what was, sfter all, an
aacident, . ]
However, there was no gainsaying

his Form master's order, so he artived
at the Head's study, tapped, and en-
tered. s

Dr. Locke glanced at him.

“Ahl Come in, Wharton ! said tho
Tead.

Thers was a rather pale and wern
lookk on the headmaster’s face. The
steesa of that wild scene with Rlick
Flick had told on the old gentleman.

“VYou sent for me, sir!” said Harry.

“Quite so, Wharton! I have been, ns
voit know, wvery much occupied, and
bave not had time to eend for you
Lefore,”” said the Head, “but I cannot
pass over youl conduct without re.
mark."” .

“T'm sorry, sir,” =zaid Wharton.

H'E'I-.TIIF

Tt was really an accident, sir,”

“An—an accident!?’ repcated the
Head, blinking at Wharton over his

glasses. “What do you mean, Whar-
ton1” i )
“Y mean, the cricket ball slipped

from my hand, sir,”" said Wharton, 1
h=" up idea that it would: hit any-
bﬂ'd l."

"Eﬂess my soul!
stand you, Wharton!
the impression that
cricket ball intentional

“QOh, no, sirl” axclaimed Wharten,
4] wouldn't have done such a thing.
1 am sure Mr, Quelch does not think
that, #ir. It was entirely an accident,
from beginning to end.”

“ Bleass my soull" repeated the Head,
looking very much puzeled, “II it was
an accident, as you say, Wharton, it
was a very fortunate one™

Wharton jumped.

“W.w-was it, sir?™

Mr. Quelch, certainly, had not taken
the view that tho accident on the stair-
case was & fortunate one. He had
geemed remarkably ratty sbout it.

“Cortninly it was,” s=aid tho Head.

I hardly under-
I certainly had
?’ﬂ-'ﬂ hurled the

“1 really cannot understand how b was,
a4 you say, an accident, Wharton. In
AnY 450, outeome was decidedly
forfunate for all concerned—exeoopt,”™
the Head added, with a smile, “the
vaseal who was struck by the ball™

Wharton almeost staggered in  his
astonizshment,

*Thoe=—tha razcal®™ Lo stammered.

“Yes, Wharton! Accident ar not, I
am very pleased with you., 1 thaok
your, YWharton,”
t“].‘.'-tiﬂ;i-::ic- you, st zasped Whar-
311,

He had cortainly not expected to be
thanked for biffing his Yorm master
with a cricket-hall.

“Yeg, Wharton! You havo your
headmaster’'s thanks,' said the Head.
“1 sent for )i':%u to tell you z0. You
may go, my -

“Then—then I'm not going to be
licked ' stuttered Wharton.

“What"

“T—1 mean—thank you, sir!” gasped
Wharton, wondering whother he was
on his head or his hecls; ond he
turned to the door,

It secimed rather » good iden to pot
away while the ¥ead was in this re-
markable frame of mind.

“One moment, Wharton! I do not
understand you,” said the Head. " You
surely did not imagine, for one
maoment, that vou were sent for to be
punished ™

“Ye-eoo-, sir."

“1 do not comprehend you. Why
should you suppeose that I should punish
vou for having acted as you did¥”

“Well, sir, the ball gave him a rather
nasty knock on the knee—"

“(n the head, you mean”

“ W, sir—on the knee”

“My dear boy, what do you mean?
The hﬁ.li strnuhd 'E]?_Iirn on the head and

artially stunned him I
F“Dh,ynu. air t¥ exclaimed Wharton
eagerly. It waso't so bad as that, sir]

Crack 1 The ecrickei-ball
left Wharton's hand and,
whizzing with almost the
force of a bullet, crashed
on the side of Slick Flick’s
head ke a blow from &

It hit him on the knee and made him

limp aUIiI;E.Iﬂ, sir, and he sent me to
e
Wharton stopped, Ffurther speech

checked by the apiazed expression on the
Head's face.

“In the name of goodness, Wharton
what are you talking about " exclaimed
Dy, Locka. _

“The—the accident 1o Mr. Quelch,
El =

“Me. Queleh

“Yes, sir”
blankly.

“ Haa there been an accident to Mr,
Quelch? I do not understand | Explain
yourself,” .

“T—T"d cukt in to foetch a ericket-ball,
gir, and—and was sliding down the
banistere, and—and Mr., Quelch turned
up, and=and I fell off and dropped the
ericket ball, sir, and it banged on his
knoe,” gtuttered Wharton., * And—and

n

he sent me to yon—-"

“Bless my soul! Was that how you
oame to cnter my study with a cricket
ball in your hand?”

“ Ye.eecs, gir”

“T was wnaware of it,” said the Head.
“Afr. Quelch has not mentioned the
maiier to me.”

“0h 1" gasned Wharton. ™ Then how
—why——  Why did you send for me,
gir?"

“] requested vour Form wmaster to
rend vou to my study, to thank yvou for
what wou did. whon I was threatened
by that armed ruffian—-~"

YOk gasped Harry., “I—-I—I
thought—>" )

He realized that there had been & mae-
understanding. Dr. Locke stared at
him in perplexity for & moment, and
then smiled.

“] think you have misapprehended
me, Wharton. 1 was not referring: to
any accident to Mr. Quelch, of which I
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knaw nothing, and which I am sure he
will overlook in view of your subsequent
conduct.”

“Ohi”

“I was referring to your intervention
in this study, which led to that ruffian
being secure o

“Oh, I—1I see, sir!” gasped Wharton.
®That wasn't an accidsnt, sirl 1-I
thought »on were spesking of Mr.
Quelch.” )

¥ Not at all” said the Head, with &
pmile. “It appcars that when you
came fo my study you were sent here
for punizhment "

“Yes, sir] You sep——"

“I quite see. As Mr, Quelch has not
referred to the matter, I have no doubt
that he desires to let it drop. 1 thank
you once more, Wharton, for the
courage end presence”of mind you dis-
played, You may go.”

And Wharton went—with a very
cheerful face, leaving the Head smiling.

“*Licked ¥ asked the Co. as hoe joined

m!

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No foar! T thought it was a licking,
but it turned out to be a pat on the
back]! I'm let off for biffing Quelchy's
knee, on account of having biffed Slick
Flick’s napper.”

".'Gﬂﬁ'd Iil'-ﬂ .

“The gpoodfulness is terrific!™

“Flick and his jolly old napper came
in wvery useful, as it turned out”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “1 fancy the
Flick-bird is sorry by this time that he
teied to hold up Greyfriars with a gun!
Now he's s=afe in chokey, the other
rotter may chuck up the gamo ond let
Bunter go. I'd be jolly glad to see the
fat ofd duffer back again.”

“Same here,” said Harry. “I'd be
i;;ll glad to see Bunter safe back,

thering ass ag he is.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

Harry Wharton jumped.

“Why—what—who—"

“Great pip t"

*What the thump—="

“ My only summer hat!”

The Famous Five fairly spun round at
the sound of that old familiar voice.
Billy Bunter blinked at them through
bis big spectacles and grinned.

“7 gay, vou fellows—"
“Bunter ™

o I!-ELF'—-"”
“BUNTERI!™
" Yes, gay, yom fellows, ¥T'm
hungry 1"
i i

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter in the Limelight !
b UNTER ! gasped five amazed
B juniors together,
“Bunter I shouted a dozen
voices.
Feallows rushed up from all sides.
“Bunter—as large as life !” posped
Poter Todd, “How the thump—"
* Bunter ™ yveiled Fisher T. Fish.
“The Punterfulness is terrific 1"
® Bunter—great pip! Bunter !
Billy Dunter grinmed. e was
hungry, as he had stated; but he was
enjfoving the sensation his unexpected
appearance at Greyiriara had caused.
Che news spread like wildfire that the
missing Ow! bod returned, and fellows
crowded from far and near. Prep was
over, and most of the juniors had been
in the Rag. In thirty seconds the Rap
was left untenanted. Tellows of all
Forms simply swarmed round Bunter.
For once in his fat career, the Owl of
the, Rcmove was the cyriosure of all
ayes,
Tre Maicner Lismart.—No, 1,163,
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“How did vou get here ? gasped DBob
Cherry.

“Walked in,” eaid Bunter. *“The
door was open, so I walked in, old
chapl I say, you fellows, where’s
Quelchy? I think I'd better tell Quelch
I've come back. He must be frizhtfully
anxious about me.”

“0Oh, frightfully!” said Skinner.
“Terribly anxious, I believe, 1n case you
came back—"

“0h, really, Bkioner—>"

“Quelchy's gone out for his trot in
the quad,” said Squiff. “He left the
door open. DBubt how 4

“ How the thump—~"

“How the dickens——"

“Did they let you go, Bunter "

“ Mo fear ! answered Bonter. ““The
fact is, I've had a fearfully ezciting
time, I dedged that beast on Court-
field Common, You see, it was dark,
and he coulda't find me in the dark.
And T ran all the wry here. And you
should have scen Cosling’s face when I
rang him out of his lodge, and he came
down to let me in. He nearly {fell
down,”

“ But how—"

“1 cscaped,” explained Bunter
“There was 2 red-headed man watehing
me—a huge villain, six feet high at
least. Well, I kuocked him spinning !

“¥ou—you knocked & man six feet
high spinning?” stuttered Wharton.

“Yes., He fell ot my feet with a
sickening thud,” =aid Dunter. * Leav-
ing him there, I walked out of the
place as—as cool as anything.”

“And--and he didn't get up again ¥
cjaculated Bob.

“No. I fancy he was stunned. You
know my straight lefts.”

“0Oh erumhbs ™

“1 left him for dead, as it were,”
said Dunter,  * Walking out of the
place, I found the other villain just
gtarting up the car. Fixing him with
my eye, 1 ordered him tio drive
me agway from the place, I gave him
one of my looks, It was enough for
him, He could gee that I wasn't to be
trifled with. Ile did #s I told him.”

“He—he—he did as you told him?"

"Like a lamb,” zaud Bunter.

“Great Scotl 7 ) )

“Barney McCann did ! velled Fisher
T. Fish.

“Yes, He drove mo as far as Court-
ficld Commeon, and then I—I decided
to leave the car. I walked the west,
and here I am. T say, yvou fellows, I'm
hungry ¥

"But you said you dodped somebody
in the dark on Courtfield Common,”

Bunter startod & little.

“Dod-did I¥ I—I meant, he dodped
me, That was what I really meant to
sany. KHe was white with fear.”

“Barney McCann was?®’ gasped
Fisher T, Iish.

* Absolutely pallid,” =aid Buntor.

“Iis knees knocked together like con-
certinas—I mean castancts. Giving him
a glance of conterapt, I turned my back
on him, and walked away.™

“Qh crikey [

“These American crocks aren't much
trouble to handle,” said Bunter nogli-
gently, T mean, to a fellow like me,
of course. I dare say vou fcllows would
have been scared.”

“And you weren't I chuckled Bob.

“MNot at all. I handled him all
right,” said Bunter, “Anld here I am.
I suppose Quelch will tell Mrs. Kebble
to give moe a good Eupper, after what
I've been through. ‘I'm frightiully
hungry.”

“¥You knocked down a six-foot man,
god you made McCann drive vou home

EVERY SATURDAY

E‘:‘?’r' the terror of your glance! pasped
harton.

“Elﬁﬁtlj’ -["

“You're going to tell Queleh that}”
“Certainly ! ¥t's the truth.™

“Uh, my hat i

"1 cfa,re say 1t seems rathor wondériul
to vou fellows,” said DBunter patronis-

ingly. “Bubt it wasu't muck to me.
You sep—" _

“Huallo! Hallo! Ilallo! Hera's
Quelchy™”  cxclaimed Bob  Cherry.

“Now let's hear you tell him 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh! ¢jaculated Bunter.

Mr., Quelech came in from the dusky
quadrangle. He glanced round in sup-
prisé at the ecxzcited crowd of fellows;
then, ns hig eves fell on Bunter, he gave
o jump.

“ Bunter I

"“¥Yes, sir.
Bunter.

“Bless my soul! The police hava
been searching for you, Buntar, but-—
Dear mo! I am very glad to see you
safo again, my boy! Very glud, in-
deed! You have been in the hands of
kidnappers-—-—**

“Yos, sir,"

“1rid they release you?™

"%’Il,lﬂnﬂ, $Er.:1’

“You cscaped from them ¥ exelai
Mr. Quelch, ; e

. 1_ ___"_J!

“Yes, sir.

Bunter paused. 'The crowd of junipea
watched him with grinning fa
Bunter had told them how he hi
cseaped. But they doubted whether
would bhave the nerve to spin the sprme
yarn to Mr. Quelch.

They were right. He hadn't, There
was gomething in Mr. Queleh’s m1
eve that discouraged PBunter's [ortide
fights of fancy. '

“I am dclighted to see vou sale,
Bunter! How did you escape from
those ruffians 1" asked Mr. Quelch.

Bunter told him. '

The  juniors listened, grinning,
Under s Torm master's gimlet-age
something impelled Dunter to Lesp
to the fucts. So his second verzion cons
tained no references to knocking down
six-foot ruffians, or to fxing desperate
crooks with his glittering eye. Ik was
a plain unvarnished fale he told M,
Quelch.

“Bless my soul!® said Mr. Quelch,
when he had finished, “You have heg
vary fortunate, Bunter. And 1 am
bound to say that vou showed consider-
able resource. I,will inform the Head.
And Inspector Grimes, no doubf, will
wish te sce you before you go to bed.
In the meantime £

“T'm han TS P

M. nglﬂt smiled,

“Tn the meantime, vou may hays
supper, Bunter.”

And DBunter smiled, too.

. ] L] -

The next day Billy Bunter told his
story again, and again, and yet agwin.
Every time he told it, it grew ingre
fearful and wonderful. In the intervals
of classes, fellows would gather rourd
Bunter to ask him to relute his wild
adventures, and greet the narrative
with roars of laughter, which was
very annoying to Bunier, for by that
time he almost believed the story him-
gelf, and had quite forgotten that he
had been in & blue funk all the while
he was held by the encmy.

THZ ExD.

(Noxt week's yarn of the Chums of
Greyfriavs: “CATCHING FISHI" i
the real goods. You ran only make sure
of rending if, chume, by ordering your
cory WELL IN ADVANCE!)

I—I've come back,” said




FINEST STORY

OF * TEST MATCH * CRICKET EVER TOLD )

Capiain Monly Sinelair |

1 ELL oplaged, Bill!l  Well

W bowled, well bowled I

“ Another eight points in
the bag, Bill I

#YWhat price ‘poor little Severn-
shire " now ¥ .

QOut in the centre of Severnshire's
pretty groord Luckes, the Bomerset
wicket-keeper, took one rucful glance
et his shattered wicket, and hegan to
walk sorrowfully away.

For tha last half-hour he and Frank
Lee had been making a doggod last-
wicket stend in an effort to force a
draw and save their side from an over-
whelming defeat.

Up to a point they had suceceded,
for during that time Bill Murray,
tha deadly spearhead of the Severnshire
attack, the smiling colt whose long left
arm brought him fresh laurels with
every match he played, had been enjoy-
ing a well-earned rest in the
long field. The Somerset bats-
men had dealt sturdily encugh
with the other Severnshire
bowlers, Gower Nickalls &
Co., and not even_the new
express merchant, Hall, had
beon able to shift them. Dut
at twenty minutes past six, just when
the orowd was beginning to wonder
pnxiously if SHevernshire was to be
rahbed of her fourth wvictory in five
matches, Major Weaver tossed
leather to Bill again. L

“Never_saw 1t after it pitched!”
grunted Luckes two balls later, jab-
bing the grinning youngster in the ribs
as the two teams strolled off the feld
together, “ Another few minutes and
we'd have done the trick !

“Excusoe my laughter !  chuckled
Bill; and the other Bevernshire players
took up the chaff gaily. Within a few
minutes, however, they had reached the
double line of enthusiasts waiting in
front of the pavilion, and, hunching his
shoulders  protectively, the young
county star ran the gauntlet. A storm
of well-meant but somewhat painfyl
blows descended on his broad back, and
by the time he struggled into the
changing-room at last he tingled all
GYer.

HOPE/

By JOHN BREARLEY

£25

WILL ** SMILING ** BILL MURRAY CLICK? all round

tha I

Start Reading It To-day .

Still, it was all in the game, and he
was getling used to it now. In the
previous mateh against Yeorkshire at
Leeds it had taken a strong cordon
of police all their tine to get him
safely off the field, for no one ap%rem-
ates wonder-cricket more than & Tyke,
and the Yorkshiremen had swarmed
desperately in an effort lo chair the
youngster who had fought their own
Enwerful team to a standstill, and sent
Bevernshire away with first-innings
points for the first time for twenty
years.

Az fast as they could fight their way
through, the other pro's tumbled into
the room. Nickalls and Alston fell
upon Bill at ence and rough-houted
him jovously; while old George Ham-
mett beamed like a full moon upon all
and sundry, uwntil someone harged into
him, and then he quietly picked up a
bat in a ham-like fist and waded in
manfully.

IF HE PLAYS IN ALL
TEST MATCHES!

“Young rips!®™ he pufied, when
rance waa eventually restored. “ Just
bocause we're top of the table! Wailt

till Beptember's over before you crow!
remembey—->»

“You can remember when cricketors
wore top hats, can't you, grandpail”
interrupted ihe breathless Nickalls
cheerfully.

“¥es, and I can remember that last
time you gob a wicket!” tlashed the
veteran, to the tune of & roar st the
younger player's expenso.

In the midse of 1 all the door burst
open and Mr., James DBarr strode in
briskly, followed by another man, his
fierco old face purple with excitement.

The pro's stopped ragging at once
and grinned & warm welcome. Al
thougl: they had known him but a short
time, the irascible but sperting old
millionaire was already a firm favourite
with them all, for ho guhhiﬂd aver with
enthusiasna oand was as keen on the

,

{Introduction on
next page.)

¢lub's successcs as any schoolboy in
Havern City.

In & few scconds he had shaken
Hammett's hand, scolded Foberts for
dropping & catch, pulled Bill's ear, and
fnrmntlg blessed the whole {eam.
After that he spun round viclently in
scarch of his friand. -

“Hey, Monty! Lemume introduce
you—dash it, where—oh, there you
are | Ha,hﬁ it, what are you sitting
down forl

“Tired, dear old thing!” sighed a

languid voica from a chafr, and Mr.
Barr snorted ferociously as tiig- Bevern-
shira playeras turned surprised but

twinkling eyes on an exquisite young
man ‘who beamed aleegliy up at them
through & goldrimmed monocle.

He was perfoctly dressed in & tweed
suit and & regimental tie, and his pale,
somowhat girbsh face and natty black
moustache looked strangely out of
place beside the brown faces
of the cricketers.

When Mr. Barr introduced
him as Capiain Monty Sinclair,
he rose Ia:‘i_li and shook hands

ut with & sur-
prisingly powerful grip for
such an elegant person.

“ 2o fm:’m the groat Bill Muyyray!™
he smiled pleasantly ns Bill held out
his leng, lean paw. "“How d've dot
Been watching you all the after-

N0 Q—

“When you weren't sleeping !’ inter.
rupted My, Barr, butting in and clap-
ping Bill on the shoulder. * Yes, thia
13 our coming Test player, Monty|
Don’t forget, young Murray! Eill, if
you don't collar all five of those
cheques of mine, 1—I'll skin you I”

Bill's smiling lips hardened for a
second, He was not likely to forget
James Barr's offer, although he never
referred to it these days. Then
catching Captain Monty Sinclair’s eyes
weighing ham up guietly, he blushed
and went hurriﬂgljr back fo his chang-
ing.

Ha dressed quickly, for he was in &
hurry to get home to the liltle cottago
in Desfor Calling & cheery good-
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bye to the still-possiping crowd around
the millionaire, he ran hastily down the
stairs to the little shed at the back of
the pavilion, where he always parked
his ancient hieycle.

To his surprise, the back tyre was
flat. At first he thought be had picked
up a slow puncture, and unclip ed hia

ump, but on spioning the wheel round
gu received another shock. The valve
had been taken completely out by some
unknown hand and although he looked
around the shed it was nowherc to be
seen. He frowned and ruffled his crisp
heir in annoyance.

“Someone playin' little jokes, old
fruit?"” drawled a quiet voice behind
him, and there in the doorway stood
Captain Sinclair ageio, staring in with
lazy interest. He offered no explana-
tion as to why he had followed Bill, but
met his puzzled eyes with a gentle half-
smilo. T 3

Bill's face split in & rueful grin.

“I suppose sol” he replied. *Silly
aseca)] 1 shall have to walk homo
now 1"

The captain waved &
hand.

"“Not to be thought of, dear boy!"
he protested airily. “Look here, T've

?t{ my car outside. T'll give you &
it !

ﬂ'ﬂh’ h“tl"'-'"-'”.

“ My dear chap, a positive pleasure!
insisted the dandy, nnd before Bill
could object further he lounged away fo
the gates where & smart little two-seater
stood by the roadside.

Bill packed himself in reluctantly,
for he disliked being under an obliga-
tion, even to such an amiable and harm:
less person as Captein Sinclair appeared
to be. But as soon as the car started
he forgot everything in the excitement
of the next few mirutes.

However snail-like the captain was in
the ordinary way, he certmnig believed

deprecatory

111

that cars were made [or speed, and the
way he took winding coroers almost on
two wheeols and

Eet chatted ecasually
and calmly whila he did so made even
the iron-nerved Bill gasp. 'The young
cricketer’s eyes beld a gleam of respect-
ful admiration when the car drew up
finally before the little cottage.

“Thenks very much, =airl” he
phuckied. “ That was some drive !

He broke off, for the simple reason
that Captain Monty was nob lmi;enin?.
Instead, he was staring interestedly
past Pill and, following the direction
of his eyes, the youngster saw he was
looking through the window of the
brightly lit cottage where Alec could
ba scen bustling about a well-laden
tabla,

*1 say,” captain,
heaving himself into the road, “aa
that tea your brother is ma.kmf(tflem?
By gad, invite me in, will you, Murray?
I'm dying for a cup!”

The peculiar request from such & man
made Bill glance at him quickly, and as
he did so, for some strange reason, &
vague uneasiness began to k}j hold of
him. Captain Sinclair looked the last
Bermn in the world who would be really

een on drinking tea in a country cot-
tago with two boys, but, of course, it
would be churlish to make any objee-
tion, apart from the fact that the
ﬁphﬁn was obviously a bozom friend of

r. Barr.

And yet—suddenly Bill found himself
positive that it was not tea the captain
wanted so much es to come inside the
cottage—although, for what reason,

murmured the

he could not guess, But he bad caught
a quecr, eager gleam in the other's
sleepy eyes, anc? hesitated, shuffling
uncomfortably.

“1 should F:tke to, sir | he mutkered,
flushing. *“Only we don’t have—manx
visitors. You see, dad—-"

The captain nodded.

“I know,” he said gquietly. *Your
father was a great detective once, wasn't
he? And now he's a cripple !”
Bill looked st him again. This Cap-
tain Sinclair was full of surprises.

“Yes!" ho roplied. “That's the
reason we—oh, but come along in, sir,
and welcome IV

“Thank you, Bill!" said the other,
and ancther httle thrill ran through
the youngster, for the laziness had died
clean out of the man’s veoice and his
words were crisp.

A few minutes later, lounpging grace-
fully in an old-fashioned rocker, the
queer guest was sipping the steaming
cup Alee hed handed him, while Bill
himself wired into hiz supper with the
healthy appetite of one wio has been in
the open air all day.

His uneasiness, though, was steadily
growing, and with every minufe that
passed he was becoming more and more
certain that the man in the rocking-
chair was not all the foppish idler he
pratended to be. Although his manner
was ag afiected and inane as ever, Bill
noticed that never for & second did his
eyes. leave the grim figure of John Mur-
ray, sitbing sitlent af hos bureau in the
COTNOr.

There was something strange afoot.
Not for the world would Bill show that
he suspected anything, but under his
cheery, smiling manner he was keyed
ups to his fullest cxtent and watching the
visitor closely, at the same time calling
nimself an ass.

Even go, however, he was not pre-
garud for the next move when it came.

lowly replacing his cup on the table
the captain was silent for & moment,
and then he turned squarely to the
brothers.

“And I suppose you've never found
any clue to that?” he asked softly, with
2 nflgmﬁ-::smt nod of his head.

Alec’s eves widened, but Bill's nar-
rowed grimly. It was some seconds be.
fora he replied.

“You seem interested in my father,”
he szid, at length.

The captain amiled.

“Do 1¢ Perhaps I am.”

“Yet you're not a Severnshire man,”

e e e

INTRODUCTION.

“SMILING™ BILL MURRAY, a Severn-
ghire Coundy eoll, causes a slir in the erickel
world by performing an amazing bowling feal
witich enables his couniy to pain a surpriging
victory over a crack dustralian touring side.
In conseguence of this he 12 hailed on off sides
eriplicad ik bt b i g

pounds for every ch he in bya
miﬁi&minﬁ named Barr. " Smiling ' Bill is
mors than eiated at kiz success, for hs hos a
fized purpose in life—fo earn the wherewrithal
o pay _il"cri: gt operadion lo cure Mz poralysed
wlher. Years before, Lona Jokn Murray had

n ouled ™ when aboul fo expose a coining
gang in Severn Cily, and has been unable to

eak zince, Fearing the {wmhk CORSATULNCES
should John Murray regain hie memory, Luks
Thurston and his rascally associate, Joe Necker,
Jokn AlTurray's assaiants, delermins o tnjurs
Bill and thereby ensure thal the old man will
not reanin his power of spesch,

B ses to il Lalke' suys Necker, ofheriotse

ap the Weasel,” * hapa—dfter all—
:?Emﬁ{ ;._Hi.i.'.‘ Murray will never play for
na
{Now read on.)

THE MAGNET

hinted Bill, with the ghost of a chal-
lenge in his veoice., “And my {ather
had few friends.”

Arain the smiling reply.

“LCorrect, Bill!  And still P'm inter-
csted. And you haven’s answered my
question yet.”

Alee broke in engerly.

“No, we've nover fonnd any clucs at
all. We're always wondering who the
hound conld have been?"

“And so are we,” murmurcd Sinclair
absently,  Then, eatching the boys'
startled locks, he recovercd him
coolly, “Mr. Barr uod myseli, I mean,”
he smiled.

Bill did not answer. Tt was guite
obvious to him now that, for reasons
he knew best, Captain Sinelair had de-
hberately engineered all this, and was
pumping Alec and himself hard, He
ielt like ordering the man out of the
cottage straight away, and might have
done g0, too, had Captain Binclair nok
been a friend of tho kindly old million.
aire.

Ta his surprise the captoin guessed his
thoughts exactly.

"I suppose vou're wondering whether
to sling me out on my neck for my
cheek, aren’t you?” he asked smisbly.
“Well, don't, please. Believe me, I'm
a friend of yours. And, as for my in-
terest 1n your father—well, I'll tell you
the reaszen ono day, perhaps.”

Before the utterly-astonished brothers
could reply he was off on ancther tack,
quite unperturbed.

“Doos your father ever
things, or people ™ he asked,

“Y-yes—at least, sometinzes he seemn
to,” staramered Alec cagerly, “Byl the
doctors said his brain was dead. We
tounch his shoulder oceasionally, and
then he raises his oyes. But——"

[ 3 ﬂ.h !J‘J

In a Bash tho captain was out of his
seat, and striding towards the paralysed
man in the corner; and just as quickly
Bill's hefty body appeared at hizs olbow.
But if the captain noticed this pra-
caution, he tock no notice, In the
gentlest possible manner he reached out
and tapped John Murray's erm.

The boys held their breath., Very
slowly their father raised his sunken
eyes, and stared dully at the eager faos
held on a lovel with his own. The
Jamplight shone full on Captain Sin-
clair's pallid, clear-cut features, and a
silence fell on the little cottage, broken
only by the heavy ticking of a clock.

The spell was shattered at last by &

recognise

strangled  exclamation  from o,
checked immediately by a perempto
motion of the captain’s hand. Ha ha

lost all his languid pose, and quivered
like an excited terrier.

Gradually, painfully, but unmistak.
ably, o gleam of some emotion was
dawning in Jobn Murray's eyes; first
Lewilderment then recognition, and last
of all—memory !

For the first time for nearly four yean
the paralysed detective seemed aware
of himself. It was a thrilling moment
for the boys, for their father was try-
ing, striving desperaicly to tell Captain
Sineclair something—to say something, to
warn him—of what{

Even as they all bent eagerly forward
tho gleam of lifa spent itself. Once
more the eyes clouded into dullnems
again. It was like watching blinds
being drawn across two bright wWindows,

Sick with disappointment Bill and
Alee turned away, but 1mmediately
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EVERY SATURDAY

“ Bmiling ** Bill Murray hrought his scil-pase down with all
his force, Inll in the gunman’'s face !

afterwards a firm hand on their shoulder
made cach look up, Captain Monty
Simclair was beside them glancing from
one to the other with kecn encourage-
moent.

“I've found out what T came for,” he
told them smply. “Jobhn Mureay's
brain aﬂd memory stifl live. And one

'F—_

Bill whirled, and caught his avim in a
grip of steel.

“What does it mean?" he demanded
hoarzely. “ Never before had dad
looked like that. Who are you? And
why did he recognisoc you " :

The captain did not answer straight
away. Instead, he shook off Bill's mrip,
and the next moment was through the
cottage door. His voiee drifted hack to
them clearly. ) ] .

“Kecp smiling, Bill; you'll win!™ 1t
said, : a

And then came the hum of his engine,
slowly dying awav as the little car
flashed back towards Severn City,

Captain Monty Bincloir had gone.
And back in the cottage the two
hrothers stared at cach other in uviter
and fascinated astonishmient. What on
carth did it all mean!

TE——

The Atiack in the Traim !

EANWHILE, the coricket sca-
son grew older.

As usual when the Austra.
liams are over here, the
County Championship had taken a back
seat, for all eyes were on the formidable
visitora. After their first defcat by
Severnshire, the Cornstalis had

veleran steadiness
Wondfull was
still  “"the Tnbowlable,” and Don
Bradman made hay of county bowlers
up and down the country. And the. Test
Maiches were drawing near,

But there was one other side that
fairly shared the limehght—little
Severnshire. A wonderful confidence
seemed to have gripped every player
untif they could scarcely do wrong.
Not for many seasons had the battin
been so solid, for all the batsmen ha
run inte their best form, and in mateh
after mutch, ab least two of the first
four, Hammett the plodder, the stylish
Newman, Major Weaver, or Jameson
were sare to give the team ® great
start.  After which, the Scvernshire
attack, headed by Bill Murray and
backed by Hall, Nickalls, and Alston,
pounded the opposition batzmen for all
they were worth. i .

Leaving Severn City for a fortnight’s
tour, they beat Northants and Esscx
succession, and then came & mateh
against Kent, which was ruined by rain.
Hampshire were ™ the next opponents,
and for two days the game was hard-
fought and even, but at breaskfast-time
on the third, a letter arrived, inviting
Bili to play in the Test trial at Lorda
the following week. ‘That morning he
and Hall between them skittled out the
Hampshire batsmon before lunch for
88, and SBevernshire wonund ug with
an abrupt and crushing vietory by nine
wiclkels, '

With the afternoon [ree, Bill, as he
always did, made tracks for Sewern
City and the little cottage in Desford.

Mot wishing to be hampered by his

mixtura of

tough _of
and youthful brilliance.

settled down quickly into a fne side, a big cricket bag, he had left it to comne

on  with the other baggege, and
borrowed & suit-case from the aporting
landlord of their hotel; after which,
he wired the great news home to Aleo
end just caugiﬁ the afterncon express to
Severnmouth, the bustling port at theo
mouth of the river, 30 miles below
Severn (City,

dprawling comiortably in & corner

seat, the young cricket etar grinned
contentedly., It was fine to be able to

take things easy for & few hours after
the hard work of the past fouricen
days, end, chin in hand, he sat staring
across the chanping countryside, whila
he thought of the Test trial, Hamp-
%hira’s sensational collapse that morne
m%, and Captain Monty Sinclair,
articularly of Captain Monty!

It was necarly threo weeks now eince
the mnight Mr. James Barr's extra-
ordinary friend had lounged so- dra-
matically into the boy'a lives for an
¢xeiting half-hour, and then vanished
completety.  Neither Bill nor Alec
had set eves on him again, and it
looked as though he had left Bevern
City, for when Bill casually mentioned
his name to James Barr oue day, the
millionaire only grunted and changed
the subject.

And vet. both Bill and Aleec felt sure
they had not seen the last of the one
mati who had been able to bring their
father back to life and memory again,
if only for a few seconds.

3o deeply did Bill lose himself in the
ravstery, that the arrival of the express
in Bevernmouth brought him to earth
with a bump. Gerabbing his ezee, he ran
across to the other platform where the
local Erain to the ¢ity was waiting. and
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as there wore few travellers to the
?met old place at this time of day, he

und an emply carriage in the iront
of the train.

At the lazt moment, however, RBill's
inck changed, and he grinned ruciully
#3 three other men pled in jast when
the train began to move,

Phey  were not particulacly inviting-
looking specimens either, he thought.
Twe of the men were voung and flashily-
dressed, while the third was a little
dried-up fellow with pale, hard cyes
and a c¢rooked mouth. Dill put them
down az typical race course followers;
but hmnnd wondering idly why they
were travelling to such a place as Severn
City, soon forgot all about them. Thoey,
in l:l.ilrn, pulled out a pack’ of ‘cards and
begﬂn a three-handed game of nap.

he train was beginning to enter the
deep cuttings through the Beacon Hills
wwhen & harsh voice suddenly broke in on
Bill's thoughts. A s

“Keep your feet to yerself, can’'t
yerl”
up, the youngster saw the” little man
glaring at him, while the others laid
down their f:ards ‘griinly.

“T'm sorry—"  Bill* began politely,
then glancing :lnwn instinctively, sawW
that the little man’s feet were nowhera

near his own,
His hefty body stiffened slightiy.
*Making s mistake, aren't \rm:"’?-‘* he
asked coldly., “My legs aren’'t long
enough to reach over there !
Iustantly the sturdier of the younger

men slammed down his cards.

it snarled spitefully, and looking -

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Don't you call my pal a liac!” he
Hamed angrily, and the next moment
all three were on their feet.

Bill rose quickly, too. He was no
fool, and the slick, deliberate way the
quEY rﬁt had been started was unms-
takabie. He had no idea why the men
had picked on him; but at the same
time he had no intention of scrapping
with train bullies a2 week or two before
the Trial Match. Without a sccond's
hesitation he reached for the communi-
cation cord,

Ile did not pull it. Instead, he froze
inta a staive, arm halfraised, [m’, n a
blur of speed, the second man’s hand
Aashed beneath his coat and Bill found
himself staring squarely into the muzzlé
of a flat automatic ield in a ﬁ-rm,
expert hanc'l

“Htick em up and come ama:.r from
that cord !

Obediently, Bill raized his hands high
until he felt them bump * against the
suit-case on the rack ahme his heoad.

Hiz foce .was p peérfect blank, only
his eves gleamed dengerously.

“ 1 suppose this 1sn't a joke!” he said
guictly. . Buyt-—""

The little man made a SLYRZEC MOYe-
Mt

“Btow  ver gab"‘ he spat. “Von
move afore we've done with ver, and

ve'll get a bullc-t through your Qhﬂuldrra :

joint I

A mocking yirtuous gleam came into
hiz eyes.

“Whe're you to go kicking respec-
tuble folks and Tpicking quarrels, 1

should like ter know?” he asked indig-
nantly. *“You need a lesson, me lad ™

There was an electric pause after
that. All three seemed to be waiting
for spmething, and Bill wondered what.
He knew next moment, for the carriage
light sneapped on, and with a ruzh and
a roar the train dived into the long
tunnel beneath the Beacon Hills

Then——

“ Nobble him, chaps!”

Quick as highining the man with the
gun slid one leg on to the scat to let
tha others past. As he did so, howover,
the sway of the train unsteadied him
slightly, and just for a second the gun
wavered.

It was the ona chance Bill was locking

Lo

Grabbing the handle of his suit case,
he j’ﬂﬂkmf ik deapnrn.tﬂl:r out of the
rack and brought it :Imm with all his
force full in the gunman’s face. [Doawn
went, the man like a log just as the
gthers leapt in with furious oaths.

They ran straight into o burly
athlete who was fighting mad. A
terrific cight crhshed into the little
man’s ear and threw him against his
companion, jemming them together in
the narrow space. ‘Then Bill threw
himself upon them, hitting and barging
with every ounce of strength.

(It looks @ kﬂmhsci te one chance
against " Smiling ' BN Murray getting
the better of this razeully trio, utho are
out to erock Fim, but the fight's not over.
wet s goul learn when you reall next
week's gripping instalment.)
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